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T's time hath been, but in a barbarous age, 
When poets brav'd their audience from the ſtage, 
Poets pontifical, whale lofty tone 

Acknowledg'd no tribunal but their own, 

And ſent their Prologue-purveyor to raiſe 

Firſt fruits and fines of tributary praiſe. 


Our modern bards are taught an humbler ſtrain, 
And, if leſs valiant, are not half ſo vain; 
No longer aim the nation's taſte to lead, 
Content if they can follow and ſucceed. 
Thus if the time ſhould come, when in the place 
Of Natwe you ſhou'd ſubſtitute grimace, 
(Fatal reverſe !) What cou'd the Poet do? 
Offend the many to appeaſe tie few ? 
No, if in Greece true taſte had been as ſcarce, 
The Stagyrite himſelt had food for farce. 
If wit thro” five. long acts will not hold out, 
Momus murſt help to ſtir the laugh about, 
And when you crown his mummery with applauſe, 
You bribe him to tranſgreſs the drama's laws. 


He were a very wild romantic elf, 
Who only wrote to figure on the ſhelf; 
To hear his own ſad ſentiments rebound” 
Thro' empty galleries with a dying ſound, 
And fit like Seneca in calm decay, 
Watching how life ſteals drop by drop away: 
No, let him take his profit and his eaſe, 
And trifle on ſo long as trifles pleaſe : 
Too weak to ſtruggle. againſt faſhion's tide,” 
If with the current he's content to glide, 
He only yields as Cæſar did before, 
When Tiber's torrent drove him from the ſhore. 


The ſimple tale we have to tell this night, 
Shews truth triumphant over ranc'rous ſpite, 
Caſts in dark ſhades the baſe defamer's part, 
And crowns with juſt reward the liberal heart. 
Oh might our efforts gain their wiſht-for end, 
The gay to' amuſe, the faulty to amend, 

Make fiction rule her thoughts by nature's laws, 
And wit exert her powers in virtue's cauſe, 


Then and then only might we claim applauſe, 


; 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Sis OLIVER MONTRATH « - 
ALGERNON {- =o ot 
SCUD (an Apothecary) = - - 
EARLING (an Attorney) ) 
SIMON SINGLE (an old Servant) 
Farmer GAWDRY T 
ISAAC (his Son) = - - < + 
PETER (Journeyman to SCUD) - 
JACK (a Boy) - - - 1 
FRANK (a Footman) «- «- - = 


Lady CYPRESS oo - - 
EMILY FITZALLAN » - - 
JENNY SCUD' - - - - - 
Mas. BUCKRAM -< - - - - 


RACHEL WILLIAMS < - +» 


Mx. Murray, 
Mx. Holman. 
Ma. Quick. | 
Mx. WRIrrIII p. 
Mx. Munpes. 
Ms. DavenrorT. 
Mx. Forr Er. 
Ms. Apzor. 
Mx. Stumons. 
Ma. THomPs0N. 


Miss CHAPMAN. 
Miss BETTER To. 
Mzs. KEn1GHT. 
Mxs. DavEnroRT, 
Mus. Nox rox. 


CCC 
FALSE IMPRESSIONS: 


233 | 
| . 
rr 
en 


SCENE, à Chamber in the Houſe of Seup 
the Apothecary. 


Enter SCUD. 
HA ! very good, very good. Here I am 
again—no bad night's work—pretty fairiſh 
job - patient none the better, myſelf none the 
worſe—tipt two guineas for fitting up with old 
Lady Cypreſs—ſlept comfortably in an eaſy chair 
nibbled a cold chicken with my Lady's woman— 
tiff'd a can of flip with the old butler—crib'd a kiſs 
or two from the ſweet lips of Mrs. Rachel, and 
gave her a box of cardamums and a bottle of elder- 
flower water in return for the favour--So far, ſo 
good Well done, Jerry Scud — Holloa ! Jack, 
boy, puppy ! where are you ? 
Enter JACK. 

Zack. Here am I, maſter. 

Scud. Fetch my ſhippers, firrah ! Take off my, 
boots. [ Exit Jack. 
My dear Jenny can't abide boots; very right, 
very reaſonable ; ſoil the carpet, dawb her petti- 


coats, annoy her oltactories—No wonder—delicate 
B darling 
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darling my Jenny—ſweet pretty creature - perfect 
poſey of a woman [Re-enter Jack. 
So, ſo, fo! take hold, ſirrah; pull away! That will 
do, that will do—ſet my flippers—red moroccos — 
ſtockings not ſoil'd—pretty well off there—Now, 
puppy Jack, where's your miſtreſs ? 

Fack. Don't know. 

Scud. How does ſhe do? 

Jack. Can't tell. 

Scud. Is the at home? 

Jack. An't ſure. | : 

Scud. Was ſhe at home laſt night, or was the out? 

Jack. Both: ſometimes in, ſometimes out. 

Scud. You're à fool. Had the company? 

Jack. No, no; no company. 

Send. Poor dear Jenny ! What, quite alone? 

Fack. No, no ; not quite alone. 

Scud. Jackanapes, didn't you tell me ihe had 
no company ? 

Jack. Yes I did; becauſe why? ſhe bade me let 
no company in; yet the wasn't quite alone by her- 
telf, becauſe young Squire n was alone 
with her. 

Scud. The devil and his dam! I'm done for. 
Get out of * fight ! begone * away with you! 

[Exit Jack. 
Ah Jonny, Jenny, Jenny ! You are bent upon 
ſending your poor huſband to heaven fome day or 
other, when it rains while the ſun n 
wot Peter ! | 


PETER enters. 
Peter. Is there any alteration to be made in Lady 
Cypreſs' s medicines ? 


gan 


Scud. None at all, none; draughts /ficut ante. 
Peter. They do no good. 
Scud. They do no harm. 

Peter. They are a mere chip in porridge Con- 
ſerve of roſes will never cure an aſthma. 

Scud. 1 know it; what then? A patient cur'd 
is a cuſtomer loſt. In one word therefore, repeta= 
tr hanſtus. : 

Peter. Be it ſo! let nature do the work herſelf ; 
bur practice wont puzzle her. [Exit PETER. 

Scud. Miſerable man that I am; tay Jenny tete- 
a-tète with Harry Algernon la rake, a rogue, 4 
rantipole. Hah! here ſhe comes— 

Enter Mrs. Scvv. | 

Light of my eyes, joy of my heart, fair as a lily, 
come to my arms! Out all night—-ſfigh'd for my 
darling counted the minutes - terrible long ab- 
ſence how did you bear it n you've been 
loneſome 

Feuny. Not at all; far from it. Heoy Algernon 
has been here. 

Scud. What does he want? Nothing to fay to 
him. 

Jeuny. But you'll hear what he has to fay to you. 

Scud. Let him ſay it to me only. Not fit com- 
pany for jewel Jenny. 

Jenny. Ridiculous ! He only wants a little of 
your intereſt with Lady Cyprefs.—Apropos ! he 
has brought you half a buck. _ 

Send. Let him take his half buck home again. 
Wou'dn't name his name to Lady Cypreſs for all 
the veniſon in his father's park. : 

0 Hay'n't you nam'd his name to Lady 

B 2 Cypreſs? 
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Cypreſs ? I doubt you have, Jerry, oftener than 


you ought, and in a way you ſhou'd be aſham'd of. 

Scud. Only ſaid what lawyer Earling faid—al- 
ways had the law o' my fide. 

Jenny. On which fide was truth? on which fide 
was gratitude ? Recolle& yourſelf. 

Scud. What ſhou'd I recollect? 

Jenny. I'll tell you. —Your adventure at Barn- 
ſtable races, when in the pride of your heart you 


muſt ſhew off in your new gig forſooth ; and where 


wou'd you have been now if the very man you have 
defam'd hadn't ſav'd your life at the peril of his 
own ? | 

Scud. He did, he did—I don't deny it. Tit run 
reſtrve—tipt me over a wheelbarrow—tumbled un- 
der his heels might have been kick'd to atoms— 
ſurgeon's work as it was ſnapt my arm—well it 
was not my neck — much obliged to Harry Alger- 
non — never {poke againſt him ſince. 

Jenny. Speak for him, man; *tisn't enough you 
do not ſpeak againſt him :. liberate your conſcience. 

Scud. Jenny, Jenny, liberate my conſcience, as 
you call it, and I ſhall liberate my cuſtomers ; if 
Harry Algernon will be a rantipole ; 1f his women 
and lus wine, his racing and his revelling, have 
croſs'd him out of the old lady s books, how am 
I to blame? 

Jenny. Well, well, 'tisn't your buſineſs to ſet the 
worſt fide of his character to view ; you have be- 
nefited by his courage and humanity—why don't 
you talk of them, and hold you tongue about his 
frailties ? 

Scud. My tongue can do nobody any harm. 

* 1 
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I tell you it is all up with him: lawyer Earling has 
done his buſineſs. If ever he enters my lady's 
doors, or touches 2 ſhilling of her fortune while 
he breathes, ſet me down for a fool and a falſe 
prophet. 

Jenny. Suppoſe he does not aim at touching a 
ſhilling of her fortune; ſuppoſe he only wants 
but here he comes, and will tell you what he wants. 

ALGERNON emers. 

Agg. Ah, Jerry, my worthy fellow, give me your 
hand, give me your help.—No, no, that's not the 
point at preſent—take your fingers off my pulſe. 

Scud. Very high, let me tell you—very full 
gallops at a furious rate. 

Agg. Expectation raiſes it, hops quickens it; 
love is my diſeaſe; and if you don't ſtand my 
friend, difappeintment will be my death. 

Scud. Love! Can't cure ene enough 
to cure the conſequences of it. 

Ag. Hark ye, Jerry, you are an intimate of 
Lady Cypreſs; I, though her neareſt of kin, am an 
exile. Within her caſtle lives the idol of my ſoul, 
Emily Fitzallan; obtain for me an interview with 
her, and though you can't cure love, you may reſcue 
me from death, and then you may fairly boaſt of 
having ſav'd one man's life by your practice. 

Scud. Can't do't—not poſſible fair Emily never 
goes out of the caſtle. 

Alg. Therefore it is I want to go into it, 

Scud. Hopeleſs caſe not upon the chances 
Old Lady won't bear to look upon you. 


Alg. I'll excuſe her if I may but look upon the IS 


young one; manage that for me, my goog] fellow, — 
B 3 Nobody 
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Nobody knows me ; nobody can find me out ; I'm 
a ſtranger to the whole family. 

Scud. And fo you are likely to remain. 

Jenny. Come, come, Jerry, caſt about; be good 
natur'd, and contrive ſome errand or pretence to 
introduce him. If there is a little danger, furely 
you may riſque it for the preſerver of your life. 

Scud. Fooliſh ſcheme, jewel Jenny, fooliſh 
ſcheme.—Won't do, 

Agg. Have you no medicines to ſend in? Can't 
I perſonate your peſtle and mortar-man ? 

Scud. Not you; I keep no ſuch peſtle and mor- 
tar-man in my ſhop. 

Alg. But you keep a heart in your body, and a 
memory in your brains, therefore you muſt ſtand for 
me as I have ſtood for you. 

Jenny. Huſh! here comes Simon Single, the 
keeper of the caſtle. Leave me with him, and I 
warrant I have a key to his caſtle, 

Alg. Angel of my hope, into your hands I com- 
mit my cauſe. 

Scud. Aye, aye, leave your cauſe, and quit your 
company. [ Exeunt Sc up and ALGERNON. 

S1MOX SINGLE, JENNY SCUD. 

Jenny. Welcome, welcome, my good friend 

Simon. Glad to ſee you, pretty Mrs. Jane. 

Jenny. So you are taking your rounds this fair 
morning, Mr. Simon. 

Simon. Better take them than Jerry's doſes. 

Jenny. I agree with you. 

Simon. So wou'd not they perhaps, 

Jenny. And how are all cronies at the caſtle ? 
How does the venerable yirgin Mrs. Buckram, 


9 pretty 
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pretty Rachel Williams, and the reſt of the fair 


nuns ? 
Simon. Name 'em not; you have not left your 


fellow. What is Rachel Williams ? a baby. 

Fenny. Well, but Mrs. Buckram—ſhe is no baby. 

Simon. No, o' my word; ſhe = of dhe race of 
the Anakims. 

Jenny. No matter for that, friend Simon; you'll 
marry Buckram. 

Simon. No, no, that buckram ſhall never ſtick in 
my ſkirts. Harapha of Gath wou'dn't marry her. 
I am no knight-errant to encounter giants. 

Jenny. I ſhou'd think ſo; for if you were a true 
knight, you wou'd not ſleep before you had ſet free 
your lovely priſoner, Emily Fitzallan. 

Simon. There's one a-coming will do that. Fair 
Emily will be a wife before you'll be a widow. 
Young Montrath is the man for her; he's expected 
every day with his uncle Sir Oliver. It is all agreed 
upon, and my lady's whole fortune will be ſettled 
on Miſs Emily, There's a ſtart for you—there's a 
ſally from dependance to proſperity ; from wanting 
every thing to poſſeſſing all. 

Jenny. And nothing left to Harry Algernon? 

Simon. Ves, patience if he poſſeſſes it, and an ill- 
name whether he merits it or not. 

Jenny. Well, I can't ſee the juſtice of all this. 

Simon. Who can, where lawyer Earling is con- 
cerned ? That puppy of an attorney lords it over 
the whole caſtle; and now we are in the buſtle of 
ſetting out Mils Emily in a ſtile before Sir Oliver 
arrives. n 1 


B 4 apartments 
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apartments to be furniſhed, and freſh ſervants to 
be hir'd for the heireſs. 

Jenny. Say you fo ? freſh ſervants? Are you full? 
If not, I can recommend you ſuch a lacquey—the - 
very man-of men—Jerry ſhall bring hun to you. 

Simon. Bring him yourſelf; lead him over ina white 
bridle, and let me judge of his points and his paces. 

Jenny. You ſhall—my lite for your's, Miſs Emily 
will be charm'd with him. 

Simon. Adieu! time flies when I am with you. 
Once more, adieu! I ſhall expect you. I hope 
you are happy with your little doctor; but I muſt 
think you were much too fine a flower to be pluckt 
by an apothecary, and ſtuck into a gallipot. | Exit. 

Jenny. He's off; you may come out of your 
| hiding hole; the coaſt is clear. 

Euter ALGERNoON, followed by Scup.) 

Alg. Now, my fair advocate, what have you done 
for me? Is there any hope? 

Jenny. Of the old lady's fortune, none; your 
aunt has not left you a ſhilling, | | 
A. Em glad of it. py 

Scud. I wonder why. 

Jenny. Miſs Emily is to have the whole. 

Ag. I'm ſorry for it. 

Scud. I wonder wherefote. 

Alg. Vil tell you then. Had my aunt e d 
to me her fortune, ſhe wou'd have probably re- 
ſtricted me from marrying Emily; having given it 
to Emily, ſhe has doubtleſs tied her up from 
marrying me. Had ſhe done neither one nor the 

other, I bave enough to maintain her, and the prize 
had been my own. 
Jenny. 
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Jenny. And fo ſhe ſhall; I've a project for your 
meeting. 

Ag. I doubt if I ought to ſeek it. 

Scud. Very true; lay it afide altogether ; it will 
bring a plaguy deal of miſchief upon me, and do 

no good to you. | 
Ag. Tell it me however. 
Fenny. You'll comprehend it at once, There is 
a proper valet to be hir'd for the heireſs, fit to wait 
upon her perſon, and grace the back of her chair at 
table. 

Alg. I can't do it; I am not equal to the taſk ; 
I can't approach ſo near, and yet refrain. When 
ſhe ſpoke to me, I ſhou'd be loſt ; when ſhe look d 
on me, I ſhou'd betray myſelf ; and when I hand- 
ed her the plate, I ſhould preſent it on my knee. 

Scud. Aye, then you wou'd be vollied out of the 
window, and I kick'd out of the doors. Now, 
filly Jenny, what's become of your project ? | 

Alg. Hold there ! tho' dangerous in the extreme 
it is not altogether deſperate. If I cannot under- 
take the offices you deſcribe, I may yet preſent 
myſelf as a candidate for her ſervice ; and in that 
character perhaps obtain an interview with my 
charmer. That hope is worth an effort. 

Scud. It isn't worth a farthing, and will be 
pounds and pounds out of my way. Curſed ſcrape, 
fooliſh Jenny, curſed ſcrape 

Alg. But where ſhall I get a proper dreſs to ap- 

in ? 

Scud. No where; you can't appear at all. 
Jenny. Fear nothing; I'll provide you with a 
drels, | 


Send. 
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Scud. Egad, ſhe has a proviſion for every thing. 

Ale. Who but muſt conquer that is armed by 
the fair ? There is a raſcal in the family, Earling 
by name, who has flanderouſly detam'd me; I'll 
wring his ears from his head, 

Scud. Take care; Earling is an attorney, and if 


he has any ears you will pay for wringing them ; 
if he has none, n be puzzled to lay hold of 
them. 

Ag. Come, Jerry, I ſee what ſtaggers you; you 
are afraid of loſing the old lady's cuſtom. 

Scud. You are right | Lam. She takes phyſic, 
and you take pleaſure, 

Ate. Mark me ! I'll not promiſe you to bene 
as many medicines as ſhe does; but, come what 
will, Pl} guarantee you againſt all loſſes incurr'd 
on my account; ſo fear nothing, but come on. 
Diſcretion I can't boaſt of, but in honour I will 
never be found wanting. 

Scud. That's enough, that's enough! Deal upon 
© . honour and I am with you, I love to do a good 
* natur'd action when there's nothing to be loft by it. 

[ Exeunc. 
SCENE changes to an Apartment in Lady 
Cryy&Ess's Caſtle. 
Lady Cxrxkss, Lawyer EARrLixG. 

Lady Cyp. Enter, enter, Mr. Earling : you come 
upon a wiſh, 

Earl. Ever prompt to approve myſelf your lady- 
ſhip's moſt devoted and moſt abſolute humble 
ſervant, upon a wiſh I come, upon a word [ vaniſh. 

Lady Cyp. 1 am fatisfied with your diligence ; 3 
you way * yourlelt the trouble of deſcribing it, 

| Earl. 
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Earl. J am dumb. 

Lady Cyp. Have you the memorandums about 
you, that I dictated? 

Earl. If my tears have not defac'd them. Be- 
lieve me, gracious lady, when I ſaw my own name 
{et down to a bequeſt fo munificent, I was cover'd 
with bluſhes, I was choak'd with gratitude, 

Lady Cyp. Out with it then, out with your 
name, if ſuch is the effect, and write in Algernon's ; 
I warrant gratitude will not choak him. 

Earl. Good, very good ! Your ladyſhip has the 
gift of rallying me in the moſt pleaſant way out of 
my metaphors, Choak is a figure ſomewhat of the 
ſtrongeſt, 

Lady Cyp. Why yes, and I ſhouꝰd think you may 
venture upon the legacy, and riſque the effects 
of it; ſo copy out your paper when you pleaſe. 

Earl. I'll ſet my clerks upon it out of hand, 

Lady Cyp. You'll ſet the world upon it when 
Pm out of it, for you have totally caſhier'd Harry 
Algernon, and he is the ſon of my ſiſter. 5; 

Earl. And your ſiſter was the wife of his father, 
and his father was your unremitting perſecutor, 
who vex'd you with a ſuit in chancery for ten 
long years, and ten might haye been added to ten, 
had it not been that iI ſpeak modeſtly of myſelf; 
am no egotiſt I ſpeak ſimply of number one, 
and nobody elſe, for your barriſter was a cypher 

Lady Cyp. But a cypher put to number one adds 
no trifle to its value; ſo the upſhot is, you gain'd 
the ſuit, and I paid the coſts—a victory little to 
be envied—and, after all, is it juſt and equitable - 
the ſon ſhould ſuffer for the father's faults ? 

Earl, 
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Earl. O jus et æquum! as if he had not faults 
enough of his own to warrant your excluſion of 
him. 

Lady Cyp. 1 have heard enough of his faults 1 
confeſs, if you are correct in deſcribing them. If 
you have deceiv'd me 

Earl. II I deceive you! I defame your nephew 
I who have never ſpoke of his offences but with 
regret and ſorrow ; never brought a ſtory to your 
ears, but with the view of intercepting malice and 
ſoftening down impreſſions ; I deceive you! then 
where 1s truth and virtue ? 

Lady Cyp. Both in fight, as I ſhou'd hope—far 
Emily appears. 

(EmitLyY FitTZALLAN enters. } 

Earl. I humbly take my leave. Miſs Emily, I'ma 
your's= Humph! not a word! Your faithful 
friend to ferve you. Not a look? Upſtart! I'II 

marry the old lady, and cut her out of every ſhil- 
ling—I will. [Exit EARLIxG. 

Lady Cyp. Approach, my dear ! Come near me. 
I muſt talk with you. Well ! You have been to ſee 
the apartment I have newly furniſhed—and do you 
like it, Emily ? 

Emily. Tis elegant in the extreme—'tis ſump- 

tuous. 

Lady Cyp. Tis your's, my dear; it is to grace 
my Emily that I have deck'd it out. 

Emily. For me ſuch finery ? 

Lady Cyp. Child of my heart, for you. All 1 

poſſeſs is your's. 

Emily. 1 hope you will not tempt me to forggt 
that I was poor and humble; 

Lady 
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Lady Cyp. 1 hope not: nature has endow'd you 
with admirable qualities proſperity, I truſt, will 
not pervert them. It dom not quite come on you 
by ſurprize : you cou'd not well ſuppoſe I'ſhou'd 
adopt the ſon of my moſt unrelenting perſecutor. 

Emily. I did not dare to reaſon in that caſe. 
Lady Cyp: But you muſt know how worthleſs 
in himſelf, how undeſerving of my favour is he, 
who, in reſpect of conſanguinity, is the only perſon 
that cou'd ſuperſede you. 

Emily. You' ſpeak of Mr. Algernon. | 

Lady Cyp. I do; I ſpeak of him, whom no 'one 
{peaks of but with reproach and ſcorn. 

Emily. I do confeſs I've heard much evil "__ 
ing, but 'twas from one who ſhou'd have more 
reſpe& for truth and decency than to traduce the 
nephew to the aunt. 

Lady Cyp. What do you mean? Wou'd Fu 
defend a libertine? 

Emily. No, madam, I defend no libertine; but 
you will not be angry if I avow that I deteſt a li- 
beller. If he, who thus has poiſon'd your opinion, 
knows not the character, the manners, habits, ſen- 
timents, connections, perhaps not even the out- 
ward form and feature of the man, whoſe fame he 
mangles, can I be to blame it I implore you, for the 
love of juſtice, to hear before you ſtrike? 

Lady Cyp. What is this, orgy. * this 
warmth ? = 3 

Emily. Honeſt, not prudent ; out of time ma 
place, but ſtill ſincere, tho” raſh. + - -- | 
Lady Op. You call on me to hear before 1 

ſtrike ; I now demand if you that ſtrike have heard? 

\ | Do 
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Do you know Algernon ? Have you convers > 
with him ? 

Emily. Madam, I have. 

Lady Cyp. You have | when, where? he comes 
not hither; never was admitted, never will be, 
within theſe doors: Aſtoniſhing that you ſhou'd 
dare to tell me you have made acquaintance with 
this profligate. 

Emily. Hear my defence—You gave me Non 
to paſs a little time, for change of air after my late 
confinement, at your Hill-farm. One evening I 
had rambled about a mile from home, when upon 
entering a little copſe, thro' which my footpath led, 
judge of my horror, when a villain, fuch I muſt 
call him, ſurpriz d me, ſeiz d me, and in ſpite of 
cries, prayers and entreaties— 

Lady Cyp. Merciful providence ! what do you 
tell me ? 

Emily. A dreadful tale I ſhou'd have had to tell, 
or died ere I cou'd tell it, had not heaven ſent me 
a reſcue, a brave brave preſerver, who with a ſoul 
all fire, and motion quick as lightning, ſprung on 
the aſlailant, graſp'd him in his arms, and after 4 
contention, furious tho' ſhort, hurl'd him to the 

breathleſs, and maitn'd with bruiſes. 
Which of theſe merits the name of profiigate * Not 
he that ſav'd me It was Algernon. | 

Lady Cyp. Algernon do you ſay ? My worthleſs 
nephew Algernon ! Take care ! 

Emily. Renounce me if I tell you an untruth. 

Lady Cyp. I'm all aſtoniſhment. Who was the 
aſſailant ? 

Emily. Madam, I know not. Your heroic. 


Age 
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nephew bore me half dead and fainting to my 
houſe; 'twas not till then I knew him to be Alger- 
non. He ſtaid with me no longer than till the care 


of the good people had recovered me: the next 
morning I return'd to the caſtle, fearing to remain 


any longer in ſo ſolitary a place. Of Algernon, I 


ſaw no more. Now ſuffer me to aſk, is this the 
conduct of a profligate ? 
Lady Cyp. Tis a ſtrange tory. 
Emily. Tis a true one, madam, 
Lady Cyp. Why have you kept it to yourſelf 
thus long ? You've been return'd two days. 
Emily. Becauſe until this hour I have not ſeen 
your ſpirits in a ſtate to bear the ſlighteſt agitation. 
Lady Cyp. And do you think the agitation flight 
that I now ſuffer ? No, I ſee your danger, Emily ; 
I ſee your weak credulity, and much I fear you'll 
find yourſelf the dupe of Algernon, What buſineſs 
cou'd he have at my Hill-farm ? 

Emily, Madam, your tenant's wife nurs'd Mr. 
Algernon. 
Lady Cyp. She never ſhou'd vey) nurs'd you, 
Emily, or harbour'd you one moment, had, I 

known it. 

Emily. That's hard; but I muſt fuffer — be 
filent. 
Lady Cyp. Be ſilent then, and go to your cham- 


ber; there you may meditate on what you have 


been, and call to mind, with timely recollection, 
what you may be again. 


Exp of ACT I. 
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CE. KL 
Caftle Hall —S1Mox StxGLE, Farmer ner. 


and his Son ISAAC. 


ASTER Gawdry, Maſter Gawdry, 
have I not ſaid the word, and will 
not the word that I have faid ſerve and ſuffice to 
put thee out of doubt, that Iſaac thy ſon, thy fon 
Iſaac, will not do? 

Gawd. I pray you now, Maſter Simon Single, 
be kind-hearted, and confider of it. I ſhou'd be 
main proud to have him in my lady's livery ; he's 
a docile lad, and can turn his hand, as I may ſay, 
to any thing. 

Simon. Let him turn it to the plough; he's a 
bumpkin: let him drive the team and dung the 
land; he's born to it: let him ring the hogs, and 
tend the ſtye, and toil in the drudgery of his voca- 
tion. Nature never faſhion'd him to be the lac- 
quey of a lady—You are anfwer'd, farmer Gaw- 
dry. 
Gawd. Aye, Maſter, I am anſwer'd, but I am 
not heard. I hann'a told you half the things my 
boy can do. 

Simon. What can he do? Unfold ! * 

Gawd. A power Speak for yourſelf, Iſaac; tell 
the gentleman what you can do. 

Jaac. A looks ſo grave, a daunts me. | 

- Gawd. What ſhou'd daunt thee, boy? Don't 
1 thy head, but up, and tell him boldly what 


can't do. 
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. Tfaac. I wull, father, I wull.—I can fing pſalms, 
ſhoot flying, worm the puppies, cut capons, clumb 
the rookenes, and make gins for polecats. 

Simon. Wonderful! and can't you eat and drink, 
and ſleep and ſnore abundantly ? Can't you wench 
when you have an opportunity, {wear now and then 
upon occaſion, and lie a little when it ſerves your 
purpoſe? 

Taac. Yes, yes, I know ſomething of all theſe 
matters. 

Gatwed. I told you he was fit to wait upon any 
lady in the land. 

Simon. Upon any lady but the lady Cypreſs he is 
welcome; upon. her he may wait long enough be- 
fore he gets any other anſwer than I've given you. 
Difum eff Good morning to you. 

Gawd. Good morning to me indeed ! How long, 
I trow, have you been this great man, to carry your- 
{elf in your geers ſo ſtately? I can call to mind the 
day when you came into this family as mere a bump- 
kin as you think my boy to be. 

Simon. Keep your temper, neighbour Gawdry, 
keep your temper z mount your ſteed, amble home- 
wards, viſit your ves and your boves, comfort your 
good dame, and . my humble ſervice to 
her. 

Gawd. I won't comfort her; I won't preſent 
your humble ſervice to her; I don't find you are 
ſo willing to do her any ſervice, and as for humble, 
it don't belong to you but mark my words - time 
is at hand - county election's coming on—aſk me 
11 a plumper then, do; aſk me, I fay, for a plumper 
C —and 
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and mind where I'll direct you to look for it. 
Come along, Iſaac, come along 
[ Exeunt GAwDRY and Is AAC. 
Simon. We men in power; when we have a place to 
give away, make nine enemies to one friend, and tis 
nine to one if that friend don't turn an enemy 
before he is well warm in his — Doctor, 
is it you? 


SCUD and Simon SINGLE. 
Scud. Your ſervant, your ſervant ! I have brought 


you the young man Jenny recommended. 

Simon. Have you ſo, have you ſo? Where did 
you fall in with him ? 

Scud. Croſs d upon him by mere chance - clever 
fellow wants a place think he'll ſuit Miſs Emily 
no objection, dare ſay, on his part won't haggle 
for wages will you ſee him? 

Simon. Hold a moment.— Has he got a charac- 
* 

Scud. Two—a good one and a bad one; but 
the good one is what he wou'd prefer being known 

Simon. 1 give him credit for that. What name 
does he bear ? 

Scud. Henry, alias Harry—you may take your 
choice. 

Simon. He has two of them, it ſeems; very good ! 
What beſides ? 

Scud. Scudamore. 

Simon. A branch of the Scuds we'll ſuppoſe ; 
but we'll ſee him.—Where does he come from? 

Scud. T'other fide of the country—better let 

N | him 
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him anſwer queſtions for himſelf come in, MT 

man; preſent yourſelf to Mr. Simon Single, the 

8 major dome of this illuſtrious family. 
ALGERNON enters. 

Simon. So, fo | what's here? This is no drudge for 
all work and all weathers; this is a thing for Sun- 
days and for holidays! as clean a peg to hang a 
livery on as heart cou'd wiſh.— Well, Henry Scuda- 
more, you're for a place, and, I conclude, one where 
there's leaſt to do will pleaſe you moſt z you are 
not us'd to labour. ow 

Ale. Iam not. | 

Simon. Nor ever mean to be, I * beliere. 

Scud. Oh fie ! you'll put him down he's modeſt 
to a fault. | 

Simon. If that's his only fault, we'll overioak it, 
What can you do ? 

Ale. My beſt to pleaſe my miſtreſs, and ſome- 
thing, I ſhould hope, to gain your favour. 

Simon. Egad, you've found the way to that alrea- 
dy; I like your anſwer much; I like your manners, 
countenance, deportment; and I am no mean judge, 
altho” I ſay it. 

Alg. Sir, you have all the right in life to ſay it ; 
for if none elſe will give us a good word, we muſt 
c'en praiſe ourſelves. 

Simon. A ſharp wit, let me tell you —Harkee, 
Heary, your name I know ; the place from whence 
you come I do not know ; your qualifications re- 
main to be proy'd, and your character I dare fay, 
if it is of your own giving, will be an excellent good 


One. 
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Alg. With your leave I ſhou'd prefer to ſpeak 
upon all theſe points with the lady I afpire to ſerve. 

Simon. Aſpire to ſerve ! Sir, your moſt obedient 
humble ſervant.— I ſhall aſpire to aſk you no further 
queſtions, but turn you over for examination to 
the lady of the houſe herſelf. 

Ag. Is this the lady of the houſe now approaching? 

Mrs. DoxorRHY BUCKRAM enters. 

Simon. Of the lower houſe ſhe is the lady. Make 
your beſt bow to Mrs. Dorothy Buckram, but don't 
be too aſpiring ; if you offer to ſalute her you are a 
loſt man; that bleſſing don't fall to my lot above 
once in a twelvemonth, and ſome would not afpire 
even to that. 

Dor. What is this ribaldry that you are talking? 
and who is this young man ? 

Simon. A youth of promiſe ; a candidate for ſer- 
vice; one that aſpires to the ſupreme delight of car- 
rying clogs and combing lap-dogs for the lady heirets. 

Dsr. What is his name. 

Simon. Henry. 

Dor. A gentle name, ſoothingand ſoft, Imuch ap- 
prove of Henry: I've ever had a prejudice for Henry. 

Simon. Simon is ſweeter. 

Scud. Jerry is more briſk. 

Simon. Sweet Simon —ſimple Simon —why 'ts 
muſic—1t is a lute. 

Send. But Jerry ſounded in F ſharp's a ui 

Dor. Yes, truly, in the ears of a hen-peck'd huſ- 
band when his partlet cackles.— But can't this 
youngſter ſpeak ? Henry ſhou'd ſpeak like Henry; 
let us hear you. Were I the miſtreſs you aſpir d to 
ſerve, what you'd you ſay to me ? 


Alg.' 
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Alg. Silence becomes a ſervant ; 'tis a virtue; 
but if I were your equal and your lover.— 

Dor. Ah, then what wou'd you fay ? 

Alg. Then if you ſtood all tempting as you are, 
full in my fight, and cheer'd your happy ſwain with 
miles fo lovely, languiſh fo alluring. 

Dor. What wöu'd you do? 

Alg. I'd ſnatch you to my heart, preſs you, careſs 
you, {mother you with fondneſs. — 

Dor, And ſo you will; let go, or Þ'll icream out. 

Simon. Bravo; you'll do—A very good rehearſal. 

Scud. A very villanous one, if my Jenny has had 
a part in it. 

Simon. I give you joy, young man; your fortune's 
made. 

Dor. I wonder who has taught him this aſſurance. 
Scud. Oh madam, he's a pupil of my Jenny's; 
I've nothing to do with him. 

Simon. Come, come, there's no offence; t'was a 
fair challenge, and no true Engliſhman wou'd have 
refus'd it Courage, my lad! you'll never want a 
ſervice, Let us adjourn. | [ Exennt. 

(Lady CyyREss and Lawyer EARLING.) 

Lady Cyp. Well, now you've heard the ſtory, what 
do you ſay to ut? | | | 

Earl. Nothing. 

Lady Cyp. What, nothing ? then you don't be- 
heve it. 

Earl. Pardon me, madam ; I believe it happened 
juſt as Miſs Emily relates it to you ; I do beheve 
there was a man ſet on to frighten her, and that 
he took a drubbing from her hero, for which I alfo 


* believe he was well paid. | 
1 Lady Cyp. 


—— — 
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Lady Cyp. Why thou'd you not ſuppoſe it might 
be real ? there are ſuch drunken fellows up and 
down. 

Earl. But fober men will not be taken in by 
ſuch ſtale tricks. You meet the ſame, or ſome- 
thing very like it, in every paltry novel that you 
read. The man's eſcap'd ; you'll never hear of him ; 
his bargain was not made to go to priſon. 

Lady Cyp. I ſee it now; I fee thro' the contrivance. 

Earl. Yes, madam, and you may alſo ſee which 
way your property will go, if ever Miſs has the diſ- 
poſal of it. 

Lady Cyp. I'll never fign thoſe deeds in her be- 
half till ſhe conſents to marry as I'd have her. In- 
deed, indeed, you have fav'd me, my good Sir, from 
a moſt raſh and inconſiderate meaſure. 

Earl. Now is the time; I'll ſeize the happy mo- 
ment.— My ever honour'd lady, I but live to ſave 
and ferve you ; my whole life has been devoted to 
your happineſs; the founder of your fortune, I 
have fought your battles manfully, and ſtood a 
fiege as long as that of Troy in your defence ; aye, 
and wou'd die in it if need requir'd. 

Lady Cyp. There is no need—I know your ſer- 
vices, and at my death you'll find I, have not under- 
rated them. | | 

Earl. She melts—T'll ſtrike. Not at your death, 


| dear lady, (may that be far, far off |) but with your 


life reward me.—Hah ! that tells ſhe yields to the 
impreſſion.— 

Lady Cyp. How with my life ? You have my 
good opinion; you have my friendſhip ; what 
more can I do for you? 


Earl, 


Earl. Think of me only as I think of you. Why 
ſhou'd a thankleſs girl engroſs your fortune? Uſe 
it ; employ it ; many happy days are yet in ſtare 
for you. When the Lord Cypreſs married you he 
was your ſenior by a pretty many years more than 
your ladyſhip is mane, F 

Lady Cyp. Your inference from that? 

Earl. I dare not quite reveal it. I wou'd wiſh 
your ladyſhip to take it to your thoughts. A hint, 
a word, a look, fo it were kind, wou'd greatly ip 
me to declare it to you. 

Lady Cyp. We'll talk no more at prefent, if you 
pleaſe; you will remember you're my agent, Sir; 
and I will not forget your ſervices. Good day to you. 

Earl. May every day and every hour be happy 
as I cou'd wiſh them, and you will be bleſt. —*Dwill 
do—her pride is dropping from the perch—fhe 
totters ; I ſhall catch her. Exit. 

StMox SINGLE enters. 2 

Lady Cyp. How now, Simon ! have you found a 
| Proper lad amongſt the tenants ſons to ſerve Miſs 
Emily? 

Simon. Of them not one, ſo help me, honor'd 
lady cannot recommend them; they are boors, 
clowns, clodpates. 

Lady Cyp. What 1s to be Me: 3 

Simon. There is a youth attending Doctor Scud 
ſpeaks in his favour. 

Lady CW. Scud's a babbler.— What do you 
ſay? 

Simon. He is above the level of theſe indigenous 
ſmock-frocks and hobnails. I ſhou'd adviſe your 
ladyſhip to ſee him. 

| ; C 4 Lady 
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Lady Cyp. By all means; let him enter. 
Simon. Henry, you are permitted to approach: 
the Lady Cypreſs deigns to look upon you—make 
your obeiſance 
| ALGERNON enters. 

Lady Cyp. So! this is the young man— Henry 
you call him ; what other name belongs to him ? 

Simon. Scudamore, an pleaſe you; fo he gives 
in himſelf, 

Lady Cyp. No vulgar name—and, fo far as ap- 
pearances beſpeak, no vulgar perſon. Well, Henry 
Scudamore, you want a place. * 

Alg. I wiſh to ſerve your ladyſhip. 

Lady Cyp. Have you been in ſervice ? 

Als. Never. 

Lady Cyp. So I thou'd gueſs. What leads you 
now to ſeek it? 

Ag. The ambition of belonging to your ladyſhip; 
but I wou'd anſwer more directly, might Ipreſume.— 

Lady Cyp. I underſtand you. Simon, leave the 
room. [ Exit Siuox. 
You ſeem embarraſs d. Was it not your wiſh to 
ſpeak to me in private ? 

A.g. Madam, it was. 

Lady Cyp. And what have you to impart, that 
one, who poſibly may be your fellow ſervant, might 
not be privy to ? 

Alg. Madam, Iam a gentleman by birth; that 
being known amongſt my fellow ſervants might 
chance to raiſe an evil mind againſt me, and make 
my humble ſtation painful to me; your candour 
will not think the worſe of me becauſe I am un- 
fortunate. 


Lady 
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Lady Cyp. No, not the worſe in charity of 
thought, but I cannot employ you in my ſervice. 
No gentleman muſt wait upon that lady, to whom 
I elſe perhaps had deftin'd you. No gentleman 
at leaſt of your appearance. | 

Ale. I'm ſorry for it—but it is my fate to be 
judg'd by appearances, and condemn'd by reports. 

Lady Cyp. If you have fallen into this decay by 
mere misfortune, or injurious treatment, I can pity 
you ; nay, Henry Scudamore, if that's your name, 
and if I knew your ſtory (which at preſent I have 
not time to hear) I cou'd do more -I cou'd (and 
ſomething whiſpers me I wou'd) confider your ne- 
ceſſities, and help you. 

Ate. I am the victim, madam, of a villain. My 

ſtory is ſoon told, for it is founded on a ſimple 
fact, which I can make appear to full conviction, if 
you will condeſcend to give me hearing, and ſuffer 
me to ſtate ſuch evidence, as cannot be _—_ by 
my defamer. . 
Lady p. I know not what to ſay to that, young 
man; I have no ſtrength to ſpare for other's bur- 
thens, and am already loaded with my own, even 
to the breaking down of my weak frame. If tis 
a caſe of pity, I've a hand that's open to your wants 
without enquiry ; if it is matter of grievance and re- 
dreſs, I wou'd recommend you to ftate it to my 
lawyer, Mr. Earling, and he ſhall ſee you righted. 

Alg. 1 humbly thank you ; I will ſtate it to him, 
and truſt the goodneſs of your heart will ſee me 
righted. 

. Lady Cyp. Ab! I've no heart, no health, no 
pres to hear you. You muſt excuſe me, Henry 

Scudamore, 
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Scudamore. I dare not undertake to arbitrate ; 
but wait Sir Oliver Montrath's arrival, and he ſhall 
hear you ; he's a noble gentleman. 

Ag. Where ſhall I wait the whilſt ? 

Lady Cyp. Where? Let me fee—yes, you may 
ſtay this night here in the caſtle. My old ſervant, 
Simon, will entertain you at the ſecond table. Does 
that content you ? | 

Alg. I were moſt unthankful if it did not. 

Lady Cyp. Follow me then, and I will give my 
orders. [ Execute, 

| * Lr's Apartment. 


Ex v FiTZALLAN, RachERL WILIIAMs. 

Emily. Rachel ! 

Rachel. Madam! what are your commands? 

Emily. Don't anſwer me in that ſtile. I have 
ſo long been a dependant, and liv'd in ſuch fami- 
larity with you, my good Rachel, in particular, 
that, tho you are my ſervant, I don't with you to 

ule a language to me ſo ſubmiſſive. 

_ - Rachel. Whatever language you wou'd have me 
_ uſe, ſo it will but convey the ſame reſpect, I will en- 
deavour to conform to it. 
_ Emily. I wou'd fain keep upon ſuch terms with 
fortune, that I may fall back to my former poverty 
without a pang; therefore, if ever you perceive me 
- giddy with proſperity, recal my recolle&ion to the 
low fituation I emerg d from, and do it honeftly, 
my girl; don't ſpare me. 

Rachet. You'll want no monitor to warn you 
againſt pride, and yet, as you require fincerity, there 
is one warning I conceive is needful juſt at this criſis, 
Emily. State it without reſerve. 


Rachel, 
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Rachel. Are you not now in danger of incurring 
your patroneſs's moſt ſevere diſpleaſure? 

Emily. Perhaps I am ; but be explicit with me. 

Rackel. Your champioa Algernon, has he not 
left a thorn in that ſoft heart? 

Emily. It you call gratitude a thorn, he has. 

Rachel. Are you quite ſure tis only gratitude ? 
May it not ſoon be love? Nay, give me leave 

is it not love already? 

Emily. Well, if it is, how can I ſtrive againſt it ? 

Rackel. Prudence will tell you how. 

Emily. Prudence will tell me an old goſſip's tale, 
but who, that is in love, will hear ber out ? 

Rachel. Are you aware how fatal it will be to all 
your expectations, if my lady diſcovers your at- 
tachment ? 

Emily. Are you aware how natural it is to love 
the man who ſaves you from deſtruction? My lady 
gives me riches, Algernon reſcues my life and ho- 
nour ; I was loſt but for his courage; I am only 
© Poor without her bounty; and if ſhe demands that 
I ſhou'd ſacrifice my heart's affections, ſhe makes 
conditions that I cannot grant, nor wou'd her for- 
tune bribe me to the attempt. 

Rachel. Do you know Mr. Algernon's character? 

Emily. Does he that blackens it? What does 
my lady know but what that lawyer 1nſtils into her 
ear? Infamous man! And why does he'defame him? 
why, but becauſe he may retain his power in the 
eſtate, and garbel it at pleaſure ? Beſides, he has 
an ample legacy; believe me, I hold it a diſgrace 
to read my name in the ſame page with his; nor 
wou'd ] be his partner in the crime of plundering 

N Algernon, 
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Algernon, but that I live in hopes the time will 
come when I may render back the unlawful ſpoil. 

Rachel. Then temporize the whilſt, my deareſt 
lady, or that time never will be your's. 

Emily. Tis right; you counſel well; and now I 
will confide a ſecret to you: I have warn'd Alger- 
non who is his enemy, and what baſe ſtories have 
been forg' d againſt him. Ah !' who is this? Tis 
he, tis he himſelf | 

ALGERNON enters, 

Ale. Huſh ! not ſo loud. 

Emily. Your name was on my lips. How came 

you here ? How did you gain admiſſion, and what 
have you in view by this diſguiſe ? You may diſ- 
cloſe ; this friendly girl is ſecret. 
Ate. Then let her ſtay; I wou'd not be ſurpriz'd 
in private with you. I am here by ſufferance of 
Lady Cypreſs; I have ſeen my aunt for the firſt - 
time, convers'd with her, and lodg'd a plea for fur- 
ther hearing when her friend, Sir Oliver Montrath, 
ſhall be at leiſure: one of his ſervants is already 
come; he may be ſoon expected. 

"Emily. And his nephew, does he accompany him ? 

Alg. I did not aſk that queſtion of the ſervant, 
but if you wiſh it I will make the enquiry, 

Emily. No, let it paſs. I know your aunt ex- 
pects him.—- Hark, Rachel, ſomebody is at the door 
—fſee who it is. 

Rachel. dice, there's nobody, nor any ſound 
that I can hear, 

Emily. Stand where you are and liſten What is 
the meaning of this dreſs you wear ? 

Alg. I put it on to counterfeit a ſervant, or, I. 
ſhon'd rather ſay, to aſk for ſervice Will you not 
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try me, Emily? don't take my character from that 
attorney; I'll ſerve you Daneſtiy. 

Emily. You ſerve | you're jeſting. 

Als. Am I not your ſervant ? I am your faithful 
ſervant. 

Emily. My heroic preſerver that is your rightful 
character, and by that title you have a claim upon 
my gratitude, which only can expire with life 
and now inform me what you have in view 
this adventure. 

Als. I am not fo romantic as to think I can main- 
tain my poſt longer than till to-morrow, to which 
time I have a furlough by authority; if fortune 
ſtands my friend I may effe& ſomething within that 
period; but even now am I not ſupremely bleſt 
to ſee you, hear you, and behold that face, that 
was of late ſo pale and wan with terror, reſtor d to 
all the luſtre of its charms? 

Emily. That face, aſſure yourſelf, will never be 
turn'd from you to league with thoſe who ſeek to 
rob you of your fame and fortune. | 


Alg. 1 am not robb'd of what enriches you. 
Emily. The heart, that ſwells with indignation 
_ againſt all that wrong you, had but for you been 
cold and motionleſs. — 

Alg. Oh Emily, forbear. 

Emily. This and no more—I never will be made 
the ſlave of intereſt or dupe of ſlander. * My confi- 
dence in you cannot be ſhaken, my obligations 
cannot be computed. The life that I poſſeſs is of your 
giving—What can] ſay but that I live for you? 
Now leave me, Henry; not a word, but leave me. 


Exp os ACT II. 
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ACT UI. 


Lady CyPrEss and Servant, 


Lapy CyYPREss. 


TYARK! tis the porter's bell—run to the hall, 
and tell me if Sir Oliver's arrĩv d. 
Serv. Madam, he's here : Sir Oliver is preſent. 
Sir OLIVER MoxnTRATH enters. 

Lady Cyp. Welcome, moſt welcome! May 1 
truſt my ſenſes? This is above hope that you and 
I ſhould live to meet again. 

Sir Oliv. My ever dear, my ever honout's lady ! 

Lady Cyp. Time has gone lightly over you, 
my friend ! You, that have travers'd fea and land, 
are whole ; I, that have tempted neither, am be- 

come a ſhatter'd wreck on ſhore. 

Sir Oliv. Not ſo, not altogether ſo, thank heaven 
Time is a furly gueſt, whoſe courteſy does not 
improve by long acquaintance with us; but we'll 
not rail at him ſince he permits us once more to 
meet.—And here's the ſame old caſtle ſtill unſpoilt 
by modern foppery; aye, and the fame old grand 
fires firm in their frames with not one wrinkle 
more than when I parted from them years ago. 

Lady Cyp. Aye, years indeed—but you have 
fll'd them up with glory; your's has been a life of 
themes for future hiſtory, a field of laurels to adorn 
your tomb—mine has been tame and ſimple vege- 

Sir Oliv. J have liv'd a ſoldier's life; but, heaven 

be 
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be thank'd, I've plunder'd no nabob, ſtnpt no 
rajah of his pearls and pagodas, nor have I any 
blood upon my fword, but what a ſoldier's honour 
may avow—but you have here a relict of my gal» 
lant comrade major Antony Fitzallan. He was 
wounded by my fide, carried off the field, and died 
in my arms. With his laſt breath he bequeath'd 
('twas all he had to beſtow) a bleſſing to his daugh- 
ter, and charg'd me, if I liv'd to come to England, 
to thank you for your charity, and be a friend to 
her, 

Lady Cyp. I truſt you'll find her worthy of your 
friendſhip. - 

Sir Oliv. Is ſhe good, is ſhe amiable? Has ſhe 
her father's principles, her mother's purity? 

Lady Cyp. See her and judge; ſhe's naturally 
ſincere—but where's your nephew? where is Mr. 
Lionel? — I reckon'd with much WR upon 
ſeeing him. 

Sir Olv. Ah, my good dpi I am unfortu- 
nate. I had built upon the hopes of preſenting 
him to you; but it cannot be at preſent. Poor 
Lionel is indiſpos'd, and muſt bear his diſappoint» 
ment with what philoſophy he can. 

Lady Cyp. The diſappointment is reciprocal—a 
little time I hope will bring him to us. 

Sir Oliv. I wiſh it may but look! who comes 

Lady Cypr. This is my orphan charge — This is 
our Emily. 

EmitLyY FITZALLAN enters. 

Sir Oliv. The very image of her lovely mother. 

Lady Cyp. My dear, this is Sir Oliver Montrath, 
mine and your father's friend; as ſuch you'll honour 
him, Sir 
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Sir Oliv: As ſuch I claim the privilege to embrace 
and preſs her to my heart. My child, my charge, 
devolv'd upon me by a father's legacy, when breath · 
ing out his gallant foul n bleſſings oe 
his Emily. 

Emily. Oh fir, was you, was you beſide him at 
that dreadful moment ? 

Sir Oliv. I was, my child! theſe arms ſupported 
him, cover'd with wounds, and crown'd with vic- 
tory—alas | how dearly purchas'd. 

Emily. Then let his laſt commands be ever ſa- 
cred; if you have any ſuch in charge to give me, 
impart them, I conjure you. 

Sir Oliv. I have none but bleſſings to impart. 
In fortune's gifts the hero had no ſhare, in virtue's 
he abounded. In the care of this your generous 
benefactreſs he had left you; to that and heaven's 
protection he bequeath'd you. 

Emily. J am content; and what before I ow'd 
in gratitude to this beneficent and noble lady, I 
now will pay with filial obedience and duty ſuper- 
added. Suffer me, deareſt madam, from this mo- 
ment to call myſelf your daughter. 

Lady p. As fuch I have adopted you; re- 
member now, my child, the duty you have taken 
on yourſelf, the authority you have conſign'd to 
me. All rights parental center now in me; your 
happineſs, your credit, your eſtabliſhment, are truſts 
for which I am reſponſible—You have no other 
taſk but to obey. 

Emily. Obedience, madam, has its limitations; 
bu“ ſuch as I would render to my father I'll pay 
to you. Have I your leave to withdraw ? 

Lady 
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Jak Cyp. You may, my dear; your ſpirits 
ſeem to need it. Go and compoſe yourſelf.  - _ 
[ Exit EMILY. 

Sir Oliv. Exquiſite creature! Tm enchanted 
with her. By heaven! twould be the heighth of 


my ambition, the object I have moſt at heart in 


life, to ſee my Lionel—Oh that I cou'd here 
kneeling at her feet. Born of ſuch parents, train d 
by ſuch inſtructions, and grac'd with chatms. ſo 
lovely, Emily, without a fortune, 1 is a match for 
princes. 

Lady Cyp. If ſuch is your diſintereſted wiſh (and 
greater happineſs I could not pray for) I truſt my 
fortune thrown into her ſcale will not make her ap- 
pear leſs worthy of your nephew, or cauſe you to 
rettact your good opinion. 

Sir Oliv. No, ſurely ; but I doubt if I ſhould wiſh 
.your fortune to go out of the right channel even 
to Emily. We that have never married ſhould 

regard our nephews as our ſons. 
Lady Cyp. But does affinity impoſe on me an 
obligation to beſtow my property on one that me- 
rits nothing, to the wrong of her that merits all? 


Sir Oliv. 1s that the character of Algernon? Is 


he ſo undeſerving? 

Lady Cyp. Ah there, my friend, there is my ter- 
_ ror; the deſtiny I dread; the man of all men living 
the moſt dangerous to my peace is Algernon. 

Sir Oliv. Indeed 

Lady Cyp. Preſerve my Emily from W 
her from Algernon 

Sir Oliv. Is Algernon then — to be mak 
to both of us ? 
D Lady 
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Lady Cyp. Explain yourſelf. 

Sir Oliv. He is your nephew, therefore Iwas ſilent; 
but if he's dangerous. to your peace of mind, to 
mine he's bin one word, the wound of which 
my hapleſs Eionel now languiſhes was given by 
the hand of Algernon. 

Lady Cyp. Horrible wretch ! his murderer. — 
Sir Oliv. | ſay not that; for modern courteſy 
gives not that name to duellifls, and honour ſanc- 
tifies their bloody deeds. 

Lady Cyp. Away with all ſuch honour! Truth 
difavows it, nature revolts from it, religion de- 
nounces it Oh! he is born to be my fhame and 
torment. 

ir Oliv. Be Paticht for 2 while; ſuſpend your 
judgment. 

Lady Cyp. No, I regard a duellift with horror; 
I hold him as an agent of the enemy of mankind, 
ſent to diſturb ſociety, and rend the parent's and 
the widow's hearts aſunder: one action, one only 
action, and that a doubtful one, had met my ear 
in favour of that wretch whom I call nephew, and 
henceforth even that one I totally diſcredit, and 
renounce him. 

Sir Oliv. Hold, I conjure you. In the midſt of 
wrath let us remember juſtice: I, like you, abbor 
a duelliſt proteſt; yet I am taught by long expe- 
rience how to make allowances for younger ſpirits, 
and warmer paſſions, that will not fubmit to mcet 
the world's conternpt, and ſcorn its prejudices. 

Lady Cyp. Away! you talk this language by 
profeſſion ; areaſon declares aguinſt it. 

Sir Oliv. Reaſon demands that we ſhould pauſe 
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in judgment. When two men draw their {words 
upon each other, reaſon will tell us one muſt be to 
blame; but ere we fix the blame upon that one, 
juſtice decrees that we ſhould hear them both. 
Lady p. What fays your nephew? He will 
ſpeak the truth. | 

Sir Oliv. I ſhould expect he would; yet I'll not 
wholly truſt to any man's report againſt another 
in his own cauſe; and in this ſentiment my 
nephew honourably coincides, for be declines all 
anſwer to my queſtions, and will ſtate nothing 
to affect or criminate his antagoniſt—Hah ! who 
is this? 

| ALGERXON enters. 

Lady Cyp. Go, go! I did not ſend for you. 

Alg. I know it; but I wiſh to ſpeak in n 
with Sir Oliver Montrath. 

Sir Oliv. With me? Who is this man? I do not 
know him. Is he one of your ladyſhip's do- 
- meſtics? | 

Lady Cyp.. No; he made offer of his ſervices, but 
upon talking with him I perceiv'd he had a lift of 
grievances to ſtate, and not being then at leiſure, 
I believe I told him he might wait your coming, 
and make his ſuit to you. 

Sir Oliv. And fo he 'may—his looks plead in 
his cauſe. 1s it your wiſh to ſpeak with me, young 
man | 

Alg. It is. 

Sir Oliv. Alone? 

Alg. Alone, if you'll permit it. | 

Sir Oliv. Freely ; and when I can command my 
time, it ſhall be your's. I'II call for you. 
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Agg. I ſhall attend your ſummons. 

[Exit ALGERNON. 

Sir Oliv. Tm curious what this man can have 
to tell me. Do you conjecture ? 

Lady Cyp. There is a myſtery about him. He 
ſays he is a gentleman by birth, and ſo far I believe 
him. Of what he had to tell befides I wav'd the 
hearing, but offer'd him relief : that did not ſeem 
his object, nor was it mine to take a gentleman into 
my ſervice. But you will know the whole—ſhall 
we adjourn and ſee what is become of Emily? 
Sir Oliv. With all my heart; and hope the 
mournful ſubject of our laſt interview may be no 
more reviv'd. [ Exennt. 


SCENE changes. 


LawYER EARLING meeting ALGERNON. 
Earl. So! whence come you? who are you ? 


what's your buſineſs ? 


Alg. Sir, I don't know you. 

Earl. Not know me ? that's much. You muſt 
be new indeed. 
Alg. Are you that worthy gentleman Mr. Ear- 


ling ? 


Earl. I am the very perſon. 

Alg. Heaven reward you! Your fame is ſounded 
forth thro” all the county. | 

Earl. Are you not hir'd to wait on Miſs Fitz- 
allan ? 

Ag. No, Sir, my character don't ſeem to te- 
commend me to the Lady Cypreſs. If you wou'd 
ſpeak for me *twou'd make my fortune. 

Earl. How can I ſpeak for you, whom I don't 
know ? Agg. 
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A. 'Twou'd be as eaſy as to ſpeak againſt me. 
Earl. But I do neither; I have no concern with 
you or with your character. 

Alg. Indeed ! they told me you was famous for it. 

Ear]. For what is it I'm famous? | 

Ag. For ſpeaking about characters you've no 
concern with; therefore I pray you, fir, take mine 
in hand, and do me juſtice. I ſuſpe& ſome villain 
has cruelly defam'd me.—Doesn't an action he 
for that at law? 

Earl. Go] you're a fool; begone ! 

Alg. Iam a fool to aſk a knave for juſtice. 

[ Exit. 
| Earl. Knave! do you call me knave ? I'll trounce 

you, firrah | I'll blow you to the moon, audacious 
beggar! Ah, maſter 8 do you know that 


raſcal : ? 
| Sevp enters. 


Scud. I know ſeveral raſcals, but which * them 
do you mean? 

Earl. That impudent new comer, abs mad fel- 
low, that dares to inſult me in my lady's houſe.— 
Call me a knave indeed, and to my face—did you 
ever hear ſuch inſolence? 

Scud. Never, never: If he had only ſaid it behind 
your back, why 'twere but quid for quo; it would 
have paſs'd ; but to your face—Oh monſtrous ! 

Earl. T'll ſet him in the ſtocks ; I'll have his ears 
nailed to the whipping poſt. 

Scud. No, don't do that; if whipping-poſts had 
cars, they'd hear the cries of thoſe that are tied to 
them, and pity them, 

Earl. Pooh! you're as great a fool as he me- 
D 3 thinks : 
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thinks: I've done with you.—Look to yourſelf, Sir 
Gallipot, your reign will not be long on this ground, 
take my word for it. [ Exit. 

Scud. There, there, there] I'm blown up, ouſted, 
all is over with me. Thought to have had my lady's 
cuſtom till her death—perceive now ſhe will be one 
of the few patients that out live my pieicriptions.—. — 
Oh fine work, fine work ! | 

ALGERNON exfers. 

Alg. How now, friend Scud ; what ails you ? 

Scud. Friend! call me fool. I'm ruin'd by my 
friendſhip. You've, play d the devil's dance with 
that damn'd lawyer, and ſet him whip and ſpur upon 
my back. 927 

Ag. Why that's his 5 place: back biting is 

his trade. 
Scud. And what's my trade, do you think? where 
ſhall I drive it? my gallipots may grow into the 
ſhelves for everlaſting, if I'm to be made the cat's- 
paw of your ſchemes and fooliſh Jenny s—but Pl 
go tell my lady all about you. 

Ale. No, no, you'll not do that, my little Scud. 
Scud. I'll tell you what I won't do —loſe my cuſ- 
tomer. | I. © ares 219% ; 
* Als. Aye, but conſider what an ornament your 
ears are to your head, and you'll loſe them incon- 
tinently if you betray me. 1 

Send. My ears indeed! look to your own ; the 
lawyer has ſworn to nail them to the whipping poſt. 
I've got a wig, ſo have not you, my maſter. Be- 
fides, I'm not quite certain but my lady's cuſtom 
will be the greater los. — takes a world of 
Phyſic. 

SIMON 
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Simon. Who talks of phyſic ? I've the beſt of 
medicines—a caſe of old canary, which my lady 
has order'd us to tap, and drink a welcome to our 
noble gueſt, Sir Oliver Montrath.—T've put my lips 
to it: tis ſupernaculum. 

Scud. I ſee you have; I ſee tis ſupernaculum, 
for ſome of it has got under your wig already. 

Simon. My wig; no, no, Dame Dorothy ſet that 
awry with a kind cuff o'the ear. | 

Scud. You put your lips to her too, it ſhould 
ſeem. 

Simon. Perhaps I did, but that's all buckram, 
Doctor. Al Henry, give me your hand. Stand 
faſt, my gallant hearts; lo, where ſhe comes again, 
a portly lail right on upon our convoy. My 
upon t, ſhe's bound to the Canaries. | 

b Mrs. DoRoTHY enters, 

Dor. Oh thou raſh youth, thou haſt undone thy- 
{clf. Earling has vow'd thy ruin. 

Scud. He has vow'd my ruin too, and that is one 
of the few vows that he will keep religiouſly. 

Dor. Ab, he's a carnal man; he'll fallow up this 
caſtle and it's fortunes. 

Simon.] hope the turrets of it will ſtick by the 
way, and choak him. He ſha'n't ſwallow the canary 
in it however; we'll be beforehand with him at that 
port. 
Scud. I would I had the cooking of one doſe for 
him, I with he'd ſwallow that. It ſhou'd be a 
ſettler, 

Der. What has he done by Harry Algernon ? 
There' s malice for you; there's a batch of miſchief; 
D 4 blaſted 
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blaſted his character, garbled his fortune, and turn'd 
my lady's heart to ſtone againſt him. 

Simon. Flint, iron, adamant—1I told her ſo— 
Madam, faid I, the gentleman is wrong'd; the neigh- 
bours, where he lives, all give him a good word, 
the gentry love him, his father doats on him, the 
poor adore him: there is but one bad character 
'twixt him and your attorney—Judge you, ſaid 1, 
which party it belongs to. 

Ag. Did you fay this? 

Simon. I did. 

Alg. Then you're an honeſt fellow. 

Simeon. I know that well enough. Yes, I did 
ſay it. 

Scud. How did ſhe take it ? 

Simon. As ſhe takes your phyſic—gulp'd and 
made wry faces ; but it went down. 

Scud. I hope 'twill ſtay by her. 

Simon. I hope it will, and when we've drank con- 
fuſion to attornies, I'll deal her out another doſe a 
little ſtronger. Damn it !—no, hold, I will not 
ſwear— I'll do it coolly—come, we'll call a council 
in the Canaries. 

Scud. Agreed ; I'll drink myſelf into a little cou- 
rage, and have a word with the old laſs myſelf. 

Simon. Come on, my hearts! Henry, conduct the 
lady. You may ſolicit her fair hand in ſafety. Jerry 
and I have wigs. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes. 


Lady ſcxyRESöS, EMILY, Sir OLIVER MoNTRATH, 
EARLING, 


Lady Cyp. Now, Emily, you ſee what a 


that wicked man has brought upon us all. 
3 * Emily. 


Emily. I'm ſorry for Sir Oliver's misfortune. 

Lady Cyp. 1 haps you have alſo pity for the 
ſufferer. | 

Emily. I truſt I have for all that merit it. 

Earl. I'm ſure Miſs Emily will not attempt to 
extenuate the guilt of ſuch an action. 

Emily. You may be ſure I never will defend a 
guilty perſon, knowing him for ſuch; be you as 
careful how you criminate an abſent man, till you 
have proofs againſt him. [To Sir OLIVER. ] Sir, 
you are filent ; 1 ſhould with to know if you have 
any thing to urge againſt him. 

Sir Oliv. Nothing. my dear, I'm liſtening with 
attention, and therefore filent. I ſhould be forry 
were you leſs unwilling to give up your opinion of 
a man who render'd you ſuch fervice. 

Lady Cyp. What ſervice? Earling, you have 
heard the ſtory ; let us hear what you have to ſay 
upon it. 

Earl. If Miſs Fitzallan will ſuffer me to put a 
ſimple queſtion to her. 

Emily. By all means; put your queſtion. . 

Earl. When Mr. Algernon, by happy chance, 
came in ſo opportunely to her reſcue, can Miſs 
Fitzallan ſay what brought him thither ſo far from 
his own home ? 

Emily. I never aſk'd what caus'd him to be there, 
nor did he tell me. 

Earl. We'll call it then a very happy chance 
without a cauſe, or a moſt fortunate preſentiment 
that ſomewhere in that grove there would be found 
a damſel in the power of ſome vile ruffian, whom he 


was doom'd to reſcue. Some people might ſuppoſe 


this 
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this a colluſion, but Mits Fitzallan can remove all 
doubts by telling us'who was the villain that offer'd 
her that violence. 
Sir Oliv. Can you do this, my Emily ? 
Emily. I cannot. 
Earl. Did Mr. Algernon know who he was ; 
Emily. I do not think he did. 

Earl. Did he ſecure his perſon? 
Emily. No; his care was wholly turn'd to mes 
the man he left upon the ground, and, as it ſeem'd, 
diſabled. © * | 
Earl. Thave done: I leave it to the court to judge 

Lady Op. A barefac d trick, It is too pal- 
pable. 

Sir Oliv. Who can 7 that? Let Mr. Algernon 
peak for himſelf. 

Earl. Speak 

Sr Oliv. Aye, you have ſpoke, and ſhould not 
he? That's juſtice, is it not? 

Earl. Did you always find it ſo where you have 
been, Sir Oliver? | 

Sir Olfo. Whether I found it fo or not, I felt it. 

Emily. Now, Mr. Earling, you may put thoſe 
queſtions, you've preſs'd on me, to Mr. Algernon. 
Perhaps he'll anſwer them. | 

Lady Cyp. Emily, Emily, you forget yourſelf. 

Emily. Madam, I ſhould, if I forbore to ſpeak, 
when charges ſuch as theſe are urg'd againſt an 
abſent, therefore a defenceleſs, man. You have not 
allow'd him to approach you, madam ; this gen- 
tleman, equally unknown to him, prejudges him at 
once; he is ingeniops to find out bad motives for 
good actions; there's not a virtue in the human 
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heart but may be metamorphos'd by fuch cunning 
into a vice. Sir Oliver has ſaid, and faid it in the 
language of a hero—Let Mr. Algernon ſpeak for 
himſelf. _. 
Sir Oliv. And I repeat thoſe words. Let him be 
heard However circumſtances bear againſt him, 
and wretched tho' he has made me, ſtill I hold it 
matter of conſcience never to prejudge, however 
ſtrong the grounds of my ſuſpicio 

Lady Cyp. Sir, Oliver. we do not think alike, and 
therefore with your leave we'll cut this ſubje&t ſhort. 
Emily will retire—a little recollection will be uſeful 
to ſhew the error of ſome raſh opinions and amend 
them. Go, child, remember I have now a right to 
look for the obedience of a daughter. 

Emily. And to expect the mildneſs of a mother. 

ULErit. 

Lach Cyp. And now, Sir Oliver, with your per- 
miſſion I will diſpatch a little buſineſs with my 
agent, and leave you to fulfil your promiſe to that 
young man, who I perceive is waiting to approach 
you. Follow me, Mr Earling. 

I Ereunt LadyCvyrEss and Fazio. 


Sir Oliv. See here a ſample of the bleſſings of 
dependance Poor orphan Emily, tis now my turn 
to prove that I am worthy to be call'd friend of thy 


gallant father. 

__ ALGERNON appears, 
Oh! come in, come in, young man ! I promis'd 
you a hearing, and I'll make good my word; but 
as my mind is preſs'd with pany * be ſhort 
and to the Par — N 
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Ag. I will. Your nephew has had an affair with 
Mr. Algernon, and is wounded. , You have. viſited 
him no doubt. Has he related to you the particu- 
lars of that unpleaſant buſineſs ? | 

Sir Oliv. Before I ae, let me know who it is 
that queſtions me. 

Als. My father lives upon athe lands of Sir George 
Algernon, and I have ſome. acquaintance with his 
fon, the perſon whoſe e chance it was to 
wound your nephew. 

Sir Oliv. And what's your motive for the quet- 
tion that you now put to me? 

Ag. Jam no ftranger to your charactef, and it 
you know the circumſtances, of that duel, I truſt 
you will not ſuffer Mr. Earling to miſrepreſent them 
to the Lady Cypreſs. 

Sir Oliver. Certainly I ſhou'd not, if I knew the 
truth, ſuffer 1t-to be diſguis d; but I have no par- 
ticulars from my nephew. The affair remains a 
hr Can you develope it? 

Ag. If Lady Cypreſs will permit me to ſtay this 
night, as ſhe has promis'd, and, you can bring me 
to an explanation with her in your preſence, I can 
ſo far elucidate this myſtery, that if you ſtill perſiſt 
to trace it home you ſhall have full poſſeſſion ot 
the means. 

Sir Oliv. I hardly ſhould expect it at your banks 

nor where my nephew's honour is concern'd ſhall 
I be eaſily induc'd to liſten to other evidence than 
that of facts, incontrovertibly atteſted, and (I am 
free to ſay) admitted on his part. 

Alg. Tis to ſuch facts and fuch authorities I 


ſhall appeal. 
Hir 
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Sir Oliv. And do you mean to criminate my 
nephew? 

Ag. Pardon me, fir, I have no other rs, 
but to declare the truth. 

Sir Oliv. Have you the means to know it ? Was 
you preſent at the rencontre? 

Ale. If it appears that I have not the means to 
know the truth, or knowingly diſguiſe it, treat me 
as I deſerve; I'm in your hands. 1 

Sir Oliv. Well, fir, I'll urge no further queſtions 
on you, but uſe my intereſt with the Lady Cypreſs 
to procure you the interview you wiſh. Now fail 
not on your part: you know me, fir; I truſt to you 
unknown. 

Ale. Poor as I ſeem, I have a ſoul within that 
never yet was tainted by diſhonour. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Exp or ACT II. 


ACT IV. 


Lady CypRESS, EMILY FiTZALLAN, and 


EARLING. 


Lady CyPRrEss. 
ELL, child, 1 have here the inſtrument, 


that makes you rich above the dreams of 
avarice. I have not executed it, for that depends 
on you; I have not cancell'd it, becauſe this gen- 
tleman, your ſteady friend, has interceded with me 
to recal you once more to recolleQion ow atone- 
ment. 


Emily. 
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Emily. For what muſt I atone ? 

Lady Cyp. For your intemperate defence of Al: 
gernon. Guilty or innocent, no more of him | 
Where I beſtow my fortune. I expe& to find no 
oppoſition to my will in the diſpoſal of it. 

Emily. What is your will in that reſpect? 

Lady Cyp. This is my will—lf Lionel Montrath 
ſurvives his wound, he is the man I deſtine for my 
heireſs. To this if you declare inſtant aſſent I ſhall 
as inſtantly confirm this paper ; if not, I cancel it, 


and caſt you off. 


Emily. Not all the world ted bribe me to do 
that, before I know which is the offending party. 
What baſeneſs, what ingratitude were mine, to give 
give my hand to him that wrong'd the brave pre- 
ſerver of my life and honour ! | 

Lady Cyp. Obſtinate girl, you have no ſuch 
preſerver. Have not I told you it was mere col- 
luſion ? 

Emily. Madam, you have ; but I am not con- 
vinc'd, becauſe you told me fo by your attorney, 
not from your own knowledge and conviction. 

Lady Cyp. What will convince you ? 

Emily. Proof well eſtabliſhed, and all * 
heard. ä 

Lady Cyp. You to make terras ; that calld your- 
ſelf my daughter! Where is your duty? 

Emily. Inviolate, unbroken.— I ſhall ever bear 
you reſpect and true devotion for your goodneſs; 
but no parent, no patroneſs, not even my father, 
to whoſe awful ſpirit I now appeal, cou'd have the 
power, or cou'd poſſeſs the right to tear away 
affections from my heart, which honour, gratitude, 
have 
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have planted there, or force me to conſpire with 
that bad man in ſtripping Algernon of fame and 
fortune; and fixing artifice, deceit, and murder 
upon a man ſo near to you in blood, ent ſo 
abhorrent of thoſe crimes. 


Lady Cyp. You are mad; L have done with _ | 


I caſt you off. Now, Mr. Earling, take away your 
papers; they, or the thankleſs object they allude 
to, mult be entirely chang' d before I fign them. 

I rxit. 

Earl. Miſs Emily, it grieves me to the heart to 
have heard what now has paſs d. Indeed you 
wrong me if you ſuppoſe I am the author of this 
fatal breach. I am no otherwiſe the enemy of Mr, 
Algernon than as I am your friend; in . truth 
I'm not his enemy, 

Emily. Sir, for your enmity: to Mr, 8 
and fo much of your friendſhip as flows from it, 
I pray you let them go together; I have no uſe 
for either. 

Earl. Do you n vou? | 

Emily. You pity me | There cannot be that 
ſtate of human wretchedneſs which.cou'd reduce 
me to accept your pity. I wouder you can waſte 
your time with one, who neither courts your favour, 
fears your power, nor credits your profeſſions. 

Earl. Well, haughty madam, I have been a 
friend, and I can be a foe. : [ Exit. 
ALGERNON enters. 

Alg. My Emily, my angel, what is this I've 
heard ? Diſcarded, difinherited—and for your ge- 
neroſity to me. 

Emily. Yes, Algernon, I'm poor, but fee. I was 

a priſoner 
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a priſoner in a gaudy cage, where they wou'd fain 
have taught me to call names, and whiſtle to a 
tune of Earling's making ; but being a bad bird, 
and obſtinate, my keeper let me fly; and now I've 
got the wide world for my portion, and nothing 
but my own ſmall wits to truſt to for picking up 
a living. 

Als. Fly to me, perch : on my breaſt, for in my 
heart you'll find both ſhelter and affection. 

Emily. Ah, that is generous, gallant, hke your- 
ſelf; but *tis not yet a time for me to hear you. 
The aſylum that you offer is attack'd, the very 
citadel of your life and honour is beſieg'd by aſ- 
ſailants, and you muſt beat them off, my hero, or 

I have facnific'd myſelf to ruin without the enjoy- | 
ment of that honeſt pride which glories in the 
cauſe for which it ſuffers. 

Ale. Doubt me not, Emily, the ſhield of truth 
covers my breaſt, and I'm invulnerable. 

Emily. Earling accuſes you of a colluſion with 
my unknown affatlant in the wood 

Alg. I'm arm'd againſt that charge. 

Emily. And for your wounding of Montrath, he 
calls it aſſaſſination There I ſhou'd fear you are 
not ſo well arm'd, having no ſeconds to appeal to, 
and therefore more expos'd to his attack. 

Ale. Let him come on; 145 
him. Now, my ſweet advocate, repoſe in peace, 
and wait the event. 

Emily. Farewell ! If I am ruin'd in the cauſe of 
truth I'll not regret the ſacrifice. [ Exit. 
ee e ens ee eee 


Jerry, whence come you? 
IERRI 
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JERRY SCuUD enters. 

Vd Fon the Candries, where the: uſtrious 
major-domo governs, and drinking is a duty by 
the laws of the ſage Solon of the cellars, the pro- 
found Diogenes of the tubs, of whoſe academy 
I am a member. . i 

Ale. You've — me in your cups, I hope. 

Scud. Betray'd you! no, if you had fir'd the 
houſe, burnt the old lady in it, and violated the 
virgin purity of dame Bucktam, I'd not betray 
you—D— it ! I ſcorn a ſneaker; I loath him 
worſe than phyſic—Go on, my boy, and fear not 
1 am ſteady. 

Ale. Pretty well for that. You've had a ſip of 
two with honeſt Simon. N 

Scud. Simon's a fiſh ; Dame Buckram is a leech; 
fills where ſhe faſtens, and delights in ſuction: 
1 honour her for her abſorbent qualities, and I pro- 
nounce that they are filly apes and ignoramuſſes 
that ſay wine gets into the head—'tis falſe I fay 
it gets into the heart; it drives ill humour, melan- 
choly, treaſon, and a whole gang of cowardly com- 
panions out of a man, as a carminative does cru- 
dities and indigeſtion: it wou'd have ſet my con- 
ſtitution clear, only there's one thing ſticks — 

Als: What's that, my honeſt fellow? Out with it. 

Scud. Why then 'tis jealouſy—and that _ 
know is a confounded ſpalm— 

Ak. Away with it at once! Why, man, you 
don't know halt your happineſs ; you have the 
beſt wife in the country—Oh | if you cou'd have 
heard her pine for you laſt night; as wou'dn't 


hear of comfort 
E Scud. 
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Scud. Indeed, indeed May I believe you, ſquire ? 
May I be ſure I'm not the horned beaft? 

Als. None of my making, Jerry, on my honour. 

Scud. O jubilate ! then I kick the clouds. Good 
bye, good bye to you. Let me embrace you, All 
luck attend you. I'm going to my lady; if 1 
can throw in a provocative to ſtir her in your fa- * 
wour I will do it; I will upon my ſoul ! Good 
bye to you ! | 

Ag. Stop, Jerry; hold your hand, my gallant 
fellow ! Tam too much your friend to let you go 
to Lady Cypreſs in your preſent ſtate, Why, man, 
you are tipſey. 

Scud. Say drunk, and you'll not ſay more than is 
true; but then it is J cure my patients; when 1 
am only ſober I let them cure themſelves. [ Exit. 

Alg. Well, get you gone; I am not bound to find 
reaſon for him that will not keep his own. 

[Exit ALG. 
SCENE changes. 
Lady Cyyress, Racuer WILLIAMS. , 

Lady Cyp. Come hither, Rachel, I wou'd ſpeak 
with you. When I promoted you to be about the 
perſon of Miſs Emily Fitzallan, it was becauſe I 
ſaw you was attached to her, and I was willing to 
do her a grace by thus preferring you. If you 
muſt now fall back into your ſtation, it is not that 
I have withdrawn my favour from you, but from 
your miſtreſs. 

Rachel. I know it, madam ; all your people 
know it, for Mr. Earling has announc'd it to us; 
but I muſt beg your ladyſhip to excuſe me if I 
decline all ſervice but Miſs Emily's.” * 

| Th 
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Lady Cyp. What ſhou'd enable * to keep 4 
ſervant? 

Rachel. Then ae will Race ie dhe u 0 
of me; I'll work my fingers to the bone to ſerve - 
| her. Your ladyſhip may turn me from your 
doors, but I will ſay that Mr. Earling 's a baſe 
cruel man, and when he has driven all your rela- 
tions from you, your ladyſhip will find your houſe à 
deſert, and nothing but a villain left within it. [ Zxit. 

Lady Cyp. Out of my fight! begone ! Such in- 
ſolence is not to be endur'd—yet Earling is to 
blame to publiſh this to all my family. So ! what 
comes next ? | 


Mis. BUCKRAM enters.) 
Buck. Madam, I've ſerv'd your ladyſhip too long 


to bear the arrogance of Mr. Earling. I beg to be 
diſcharg'd ; I'll not live in the houſe with one who 
drives Miſs Emily out of your doors, tells ſuch 
monſtrous lies of Mr. Algernon, and ſets your lady- 
ſhip againſt all your friends and relations. 
Lady Cyp. Who made you a judge in matters 

that concern me only? When you are cool P'll 
hear you. I know you have been junketing and 
caballing with Rachel Williams, and the reſt of 
them—prythee retire | 

Buck. That's what I mean to do, and others be- 

ide me, or I'm miſtaken. We reſpe& your lady- 
ſhip, but we can't put up with your attorney. [ Exit. 


_ 1EantLinG epters whilht this is ſaying.) | 

Lady Cyp. There, Mr. Earling, you hear what is 

id againſt you — Murmurs, complaints,  invec- 
tives from all quarters 

Earl. No wonder, when that Henry Scudamore, | 

E 2 whom 


Pe 
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whom I ſuſpect to be a ſecret agent of your un- 
worthy nephew's, fets them on to blacken and 
arraign me. Madam, he has had the inſolence to 
give me the worſt of names. 

Lady Cyp. Then give him his diſemiſſion —ſend 
* away at once. 

Earl. It ſhall be done. [ Exit EARLING. 

Lady Cyp. Oh, that Sir Oliver had poſtpon'd his 

viſit to his nephew but one hour | 
Scup appears. 

Ab, prythee, prythee, do not plague me now, 
What brings you hither? 

Scud. Duty, my lady, duty—want to hear how 
the draughts have agrecd. 

Lady Cyp. Tis plain how your dravghts have 
agreed—the operation's viſtble z no matter about 

Scud. Oh pardon me, there is gteat tnattet— 
ſpar'd for no pains—employ'd the beft of drugs 
hope I have given content—but rumours fly—no 
parrying defamation—a man may be accus'd behind 
his back, and who can ſtand it? 

Lady Cyp. What rumours do you allude to? 
Who has accus'd you? 

Scud. I don't know who may have accus'd me, 
my lady; I with to heaven I cou'd ſay J have ac- 
cus'd nobody. 

Lady Cyp. What do you mean? 

Send. Oh dear, madam, I am troubled with the 
heart- ache; ] have a lacerated conſcience. 

'< Lady Cyp. You have a loaded head, | perceive ; 
more wine in it than wit. 

9 A Sred, 
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Scud. True, my lady; it is fo full I can no 


longer hide the truth within it. Out it muſt 


come, and true it is, I have flander'd Mr. Alger- 
non. He ſav'd my life, and I have ſtabb'd his 
character. | 

Lady Cyp. You don't know what you ſay— 
you're tipſey. 

Scud. I wiſh I had been tipſey when I ſpoke of 
him ; then I ſhou'd have told the truth. 

Lady Cyp. Go your ways; get you gone! a 
man that is in two ſtories ſhou'd be credited for 
neither, You made him out to me a AD 
of all vices. 

Scud. That was the very vileſt compound that 
ever came out of my hands; but lawyer Earling 
put a he into my mouth, and like a gilded pill of 
loathſome quality : ſwallow'd it, and now it —_— 
me ſick. 

Lady Cyp. Baton! I will no longer be :nfulted 
with your apothecary's jargon. Never enter 4 
doors again. 

Scud. J hope your ladyſhip will give me leave to 


enter my own. Oh honeſty, honeſty! it's very 


pleaſant to ſpeak. the truth, but a man is fure to 

loſe his cuſtomers by it. [Exit Scup. 
(Simon SINGLE enters.} 

Lady pb. Heyday, Simon! and you too! ru 

have my cellar doors wall'd up, if I am to be 

troubled with all the tipſey . that reſort 

to them. 

Simon. Venerable lady, I am not cried. 
What I may be, if you wall up your cellar doors, 
and me within them, I can't pretend to ſay. 1 

"to . 


** 
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may in that caſe drink to ſupport life, as I have 
now been taſting a glaſs, by your * to 
celebrate this mournful feſtival. | 
Lady Cyp. How can it be a feſtival and mourn- 
ful? You know not what you ſay. 
Simon. Pardon me, pardon me, moſt incompara- 
ble lady. A feſtival it muſt be, becauſe you are 
pleas'd to order us to be merry—Mournful it ſurely 
is, becauſe your attorney makes us fad. 
Lady Cyp. You ſee he is in my intereſt, and you 
are all in Jeague againſt him. 
Simon. No, no, no, my lady; tis not becauſe he 
is in your intereſt we are leagued againſt him 
your intereſt has been eyer dearer to me than my 
own. If you turn me out of your doors this 
might, I can lay my hand upon my heart, and ap- 
peal to the Giver of it, that I never wrong'd you 
of a farthing; and, tho' a poor ſervant, ſcorn to 
-Eringe and he and vilify an abſent man, as he 
has done. Madam, you are abus'd ; the county 
wou'd riſe up againſt him, if they knew what he 
has ſaid of Mr. Algernon—ſo much is your 
nephew belov'd. 
Lady Cyp. Come, come, I know who tells you ſo 
—'tis Henry Scudamore, and no one elle. 
Simon. Pray, madam, be no more deceiv'd, but 
hear and judge for yourſelf. If it was the laſt 
word I had to utter, I wou'd fay, and ſay it to his 
face, that lawyer Earling is a falſifier and a defamer. 
Lady Cyp. Go, ſtop him from diſcharging Henry 
Scudamore ; don't let him leave the houſe till I 
have ſeen him. [ Exennt ſeverally. 


4 SCENE 


SCENE changes. 
EARLING enters. 


Earl. Where is this Henry Scudamore? I've 
hunted the whole houſe over for the fellow. If he 
is not driven out before this night, my poſt will not 
be tenable to-morrow; we ſhall have Algernon 
brought in in triumph upon the ſhoulders of his 
partiſans, and all my labours blaſted in a moment. 
Hah ! here's the man of all men for my purpoſe ; 
this ſurly fellow has the maſtiff's property; ſhew 
him his prey, and he will faſten on it 

Fx AxK enters. 
Come hither, Frank; a word with you. 

Frank. What is your pleaſure, maſter? 

Earl. Do you know a loole fellow, an interlopet 
that came to ſeek a place, but brought no cha- 
rater; a vagabond it ſhou'd ſeem, that calls him: 
{elf Henry Scudamore ? 2 

Frank. Yes, I know Henry Scudamore. 

Earl. Well, honeſt Frank, you ſee that he came 
here for no good purpoſe; and it is not fit he 
ſhou'd be let to ſtay and take the bread out of the 
mouths of better than himſelf. 

Frank. There's bread enough for all of us me- 
thinks. 

Earl. What then ? what then ? you're not a 
man, we'll hope, to be afraid of ſuch a wafer cake 
as he is, Frank. 

Frank. I'm 21 of no man. 

Earl. Why then, my hearty Frank, I NA you 
orders to turn him bodily out of this houfe, for 


which I have =y lady's authority, 
E 4 Hank. 
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Frank. What has he done that J ſhou'd turn 


him out? 

Earl. He has inſulted me, traduc'd my charac- 
ter, and ſet me at defiance. 

Frank. Has he done this ? 

Earl. He has. 

Frank. Then let him ſtay for me—l will not 
touch hum ; 1 honour him for his ſpirit. They call 
me ſurly Frank, and ſo J am if any man affronts 
me; but I'll be no attorney's catch - pole, lookye ! 
And as for turning out, if that's your game, there's 
but one man I'll do that office for, and that's 
yourſelf, my maſter—There you have it. [ Ext, 
Earl. Impudent yarlet ! the contagion's general 
if he has caught it. The whole ſwarm” 's upon 
me, and I muſt ſtand their buzzing ; as for 
their. ſtings I'm not in fear of them ſo long as 
I can keep the queen of the W in my pol: 
ſeſſion. 

(ALGERNOY enters.) 
Oho ! I have lit upon you at laſt. Harkye, fir, 
you Henry Scudamore, whom nobody knows, de- 
camp, pack up your wallet, and betake yourſelf 
nobody cares whither. Off ! the Lady Cypreſs warns 
you off—begone ! 

Alg. Go back and ſay to Lady Cypreſs, when ſhe 
ſends her warning by a my meſſenger, I will 
obey her. 

Earl. Why, who am I? What do you take 
me for ? 

Alg. A wretch beneath my notice—a 4 0. 


(Si xo enters. 
Simon. Well met, friend Henry, tis my dy $ 
orders 
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orders that you don't leave the houſe till ſhe has 
ſeen you. 
Earl, Sot, you are drunk, You never r had ich 
orders, 
Simon. I had no orders—very well! And I'm a 
fot, I'm drunk—why, very well !—So much for 
me, now for yourſelf—you are no ſot; you're ſober 
Mr. Earling the attorney ; you're never drunk, for 
no man will drink with you; you never make 
miſtakes about your orders, for you are under or- 
ders from the old ane never to ſpeak the truth, 
and faithfully adhere to your inſtructions. 
Earl. This to my face? 
Simon. Oh yes, I never ſaw a face better intivled 

to the compliment. I only wiſh to ſee it face to 
face with Harry Algernon, and then perhaps your 
face may be promoted, where I may treat it with 
an egg or two, g 

Alg. Go, go, unhappy man; it can't be pleaſant 
to hear yourſelf deſcrib'd fo faithfully. 
Earl. I'll not go—I ſummon you before the 
Lady Cypreſs —ſhe'll do me juſtice - ſheꝰ l avenge my 
wrongs. Here comes Sir Oliver—I appeal to him. 

{Sir OLiven enters.) 

Sir Oliv. What is the matter? 

Earl. Theſe felluws have inſulted me moſt Pult 

Sir Oliv. You are a Auger. Lou have your 
redrefs. | 

Earl. Sir, 'tis aboye redrefs by any. law. 

Sir Oliv. Then put it up and ſeek redreſs frong 
patience. That is 'a remedy for all complaints, 
Karl. 1 hope I've better remedies than patience 
-I warrant I'll exterminate theſe infolents. I'll 

pluck 
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pluck 'em root and branch out of this houſe, and 
hurl em to the dunghil] that they ſprung from. 
Sir Oliv. Go then and ſet about it. Leave me, 
fir, I've buſineſs with this gentleman. 
Earl. This gentleman, forſooth ! this gentle- 
man— [ Exit. 
Simon. Well, he may be a gentleman for me, 
only he lets the bottle ſtand too long, and takes no 
pity on his company, that wifh to give it motion— 
that's not quite like a gentleman methinks—ellſe 
he may be a ſober ſort of a gentleman—but not a 
lord—no, no, at leaſt he'll never be as drunk as 
a lord. [Ext. 
Sir Oliv. Now, fir, I've ſeen my nephew fince 
we laſt convers'd. You aſk'd me then if I had 
been inform'd of the particulars of that rencontre, 


and by the motives you aſlign'd for the enquiry, 


I ſhou'd ſuppoſe you know ſome circumſtances of 
that dark affair. 

* Alg. The whole correctly. 

Sir Oliv. Indeed ! I hardly ſhou'd have thought 
that Mr. Algernon wou'd have reveal'd the whole 
to any but his neareſt and moſt confidential 
friend. | 

Ag. Nor has he; it remains ſtill in his boſom _ 


an inviolable ſecret, though known to me. 


Sir Oliv. You mean to ſay that ſecrets in your 
keeping are ſecure. I have my nephew's ſtory as 
you have Algernon's, and ſhou'd be glad, with your 


cConſent, to compare them with each other. 


Ag. They cannot differ, for my account is drawn 
up by your nephew, and being fign'd by him, he 
neither can, nor will depart front it. | 
| Sir 
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Sir Oliv. You much amaze me, fir, that Mr. 
Algernon ſhou'd give a paper of ſuch conſequence 
out of his hand. I greatly wiſh to ſee it. 

Als. Wou'd it relieve your mind at the ſame 
time to ſee and talk with Algernon himſelf ? 

Sir Oliv. Oh infinitely, if I cou'd obtain it. 

Alg. Then with a man of honour twou'd be 
mean to trifle any longer—T am Algernon. | 

Sir Oliv. How | —Algernon |— may I . e 
you? — 

Alg. You ſhall not doubt he S your 
nephew's paper—No eye but your's s has ſeen * ' 
from my hand. 

Sir Oliv. Sir! — Mr. Algernon—I aſk your par- 
don—I am fatisfied—but can you be unknown, 
and in this houſe? 

Alg. 1 never enter'd it before this day, nor to 
my knowledge ever faw my aunt till I appear'd 
before her in this habit, which I ſhall now put 
off — but hark | we ſhall be interrupted bere— 
Can't we retire to a more private place ? 7 

Sir Oliv. To my apartment—af you'll be pleas'd 
to follow me.—Ah ! fir, ah! Mr. Algernon, how 
hard to find, now at the cloſe of a long life of ſer- 
vices, all it's enjoyments, all it's labours loft. 


Exp or ACT IV. 
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Nerv. 
SCENE, the Caftle Hall. 


Jenny ScUuD aud JENNY. 


Scyup. 
ELL, well, well! jewel Jenny, here we aro 
Y for the laſt time: farewell viſits, to be ſure, 
are melancholy matters ; but we have many good 
friends in the caſtle ſtill, and tho' I am thrown out 
of the cabinet, + ave kept up my intereſt in the 
kitchen, 

Fenny. Aye, and in the county too, when it 

ſhall be known that you have - forfeited my lady's 
favour by ſpeaking up for Mr. Algernon ; he is fo 
much pitied and belov'd by all men, that your 
neighbours will ſham ſick on purpoſe te employ 
you. 
Scud. To fay the truth, I have ſometimes thought 
that was my lady's only complaint; but I took care 
my: phyfic ſhould not cure her of it ; and my com- 
fort is that nobody of the faculty will profit by my 
loſs ; for when ſhe leaves off my medicines ſhe'll Bind 
herſelf too well to employ a doctor. | 

Jenny. Come, come, Jerry, ſhe'l] not leave off 
you nor your medicines. If you ean get to the 
ſpeech of her, a little coaxing, and a ſubmiſſive 
apology, will ſet all things right. 

Scud. No. no, jewel Jenny, ſhe ' hear no apology, 
and theteſore I have expreſs'd myſelf more at large 

N in 


A CO UE IE: 6f 
in my bill—Here it is, here it is—It's a . 
isn't it? 
Jenny. Yes, marry, if ſhe has pätksber to go 
through this ſhe'll find you have enough to ſay 
for yourſelf ; but I ſuſpeR, Jerry, this 4 is 
a little too much on one fide. 
Scud. Turn over the leaf, and you'll find a great 
deal more on the other fide. 


S1MON SINGLE and Mrs. DoRoTHY BuckRAm, 
Ah my good friends, my good friends! this is 
the moſt doleful viſit I ever made to the caſtle. 
Jenny can witneſs I have paſs'd a fleepleſs night: 
that incubus of an attorney rode upon me like the 
night-mare 

Buck, Rode indeed! Set a beggar on horſeback, 
and where will he not ride? | 

Scud. I attempted to put a cracker under his 
tail, but it burſt in my hand, and I only burnt my 
_ own fingers without ſinging him. 

Simon. Let him go; the road he travels is all 
down-hill, and when he comes to his journey's end, 
he'll find thoſe that will put crackers enough under 
his tail, I warrant me. | 

Dor. As for me, a jackdaw in a cage has a better 
life of it than 1 have, for he may cry rogue, and not 
be chidden for it We ſhall all be turn'd away: 
I lay my account to be ſent going for one. | 

Simon. Thirty years I have paſs'd within theſe 
walls, and I would ſooner paſs the reſt of my days 
within the walls of a priſon than live in a houſe 
where ſcurrility. is careſs'd and plain fpeaking 
turn'd out of doors—Hah ! who comes here? | 

ALGER NON | 
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ALGERNOW enters in his own Dreſs. 

Buck. Bleſs the good mark ! our Henry—No— 
Yes, fure tis Henry; how comes this to pals ? 

Ale. I'm order'd to attend upon my lady, ſo [ 
put on my beſt. 

Simon. Hark ye, my friend, if it is not your 
own, bad is your beſt. Let us have no falſe fea- 
thers. Where did you get this ſuit ? 

Ale. Tis Harry Algernon's. He and I wear 
the ſame cloaths : one tailor ſerves us both—Isn't 
it true, Jerry! 4 

Send. It is, it is, and the ſame meaſure fits you. 

Simon. 1 don't know what you mean, 

Als. Then Pl! inform you. Here are but two 
of you in company that do not know me; you are 
both my friends, my generous, zealous friends, for 
which I thank you; and come in perſon hither to 
convince you that Algernon is not that worthleſs 
man, which calumny has painted him to be. 

Buck. Heaven's grace light on-you, if indeed 
you are that injur'd gentleman. 

Scud. Oh by my ſoul, he is the very man: you 
may take that upon my word for truth. | 

Simon. I ſaw it; I faid it; I knew he was a gen- 
tleman. Now we have got that attorney in a 
trap. 

Jenny. Les, yes, he'll make that Earling ſhrink 
into his hole. 

Simon. Hang him, polecat, I'll ſmoke him out of 
it. Oh! the inconceivable lies that miſcreant has 
told of a gentleman he does not know even by 
fight. . I pray you, fir, don't diſcover yourſelf to 
him, till we have had him up before my lady— 

Methinks 
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Methinks I hear her ſay, Simon, I am convinc'd 
that lawyer is a raſcal—Turn him out! 

Buck. Aye, we'll all lend a helping hand to that. 

Scud. Yes, or a helping foot, if that 1s wanted. 
I have one at his ſervice. 

Simon. Bleſs you, my worthy maſter, bleſs you 
heartily! I hope I have ſaid nothing to affront you; 
I was a little by the head juſt now, but that's 
over. 

Ag. So is not my remembrance. I ſhall ever 
prize you as my beſt of friends. 


— -væ. — AKA GBA 


Simon. Lord love you, we are all your friends; 


we are all Algernons and Anti Earlings. 

Buck. And when the election comes, we'll wear 
your colours. 

Scud. Only put me in \ leo that at day let me 
be ſurgeon- general to the enemy, and I'll engage 
they ſhall have more freeholders in the hoſpital 
than at the huſtings. I' ſcour their conſciences, 
I warrant me. | 

Alg. Now, my good friends, keep ſecret what 
has paſs'd, and wait the event in filence—Here 
comes one, a gentle advocate, whom I would fain 
ſpeak to apart. 

Simon. We are” gone; we are gone! All happi- 
neſs befal you ! [ Exeunt all but ALGERNON. 


Emily FIiTZALLAN enters. 
Emily. Bleſs me! you've chang'd: your habit: 
Alg. Yes, my charmer—In chace tis lawful to 
hang out falſe colours, but when we are clear'd and 
going into action we muſt ſhew what we are. 1. 


Emily. 
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Emily. Right, and where truth unfolds her ſtand: 
ard, victory muſt follow: 

A/e. And what ſhould follow vidory? What but 
the glorious prize for which I ſtruggle? that prize 
which fortune, aiming to impovertſh, has only made 
more hich in my eſtcem that generous heart, that 
facrific'd for me intereſt, for which ſo many facrifice 
themſelves: Now call to mind thoſe words ſo hea- 
venly ſweet, which you left with me, whilſt the in- 
genuous bluſh glow'd on your check — Henry, 1 
live for you!“ 

Emily. Ah! that was then the only way I had to 
reinſtate you in your property; and, tho" it coſt a 
bluſh to fay thoſe words, {till I could fay them, for 
I fcorn'd to rob you—but to repeat them now 
wou'd be Oh heaven !—it would be every thing 
but falſe, my Henry. 

Ate: Then let me take that truth into a heart; 
of which no human power can diſpoſſeſs you. 

Emily. 1 hope not, Henry, for take that away 
and I am poor indeed: N 

Ale. Tis your's for ever and believe me, dear 
one, if my too credulous aunt has not outiiv'd her 
reaſon, ſhe will ſee the injuſtice of her own deciſions 
and revoke them. For my excluſion fhe may have 
ſome plea; our families have been at ſuit for years, 
and law will cut aſunder cloſer ties than thoſe exiſt- 
ing between her and me; but of her motives for 
diſcarding you, take my word, Emily, ſhe'll ſoon 
repent. 

Emily. It is not that I fear her worthleſs favour- 
ite; the wretch has brought a ſtorm upon his head, 
and has already had ſome heavy ſhocks—but my 
vorſt fears point to another quarter. Ag. 


by 
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Ale. 1 underſtand you. (Tin: MOR pe 
dread. 


Emily. I could not temporize; I ſpoke too plainly. 
Indignant of the claim ſhe made upon me, I ſet 
her power too boldly at defiance, and en 
to cancel her bequeſt. ; 

Alg. Vou muſt conſult Sir Oliver upon this: I 
cannot ſpeak upon Montrath's affair even to you. 

Emily. I ſee you either cannot or you will not, 
therefore I aſk no queſtions, well perſuaded you 
never would take arms againſt the life of any man 
and know yourſelf in fault. 

Alg. I hope I ſhan't be found to have ſo done 
but look ! here comes Sir Oliver. I'll leave you; he 
may perhaps be leſs reſerv'd than I am. | 

[ Exit ALGERNONg 
Sir OLtver MoxTRATH enters. 

Sir Oliv. Was not that Algernon ? 

Emily. You know him, fir, it ſeems—  -- 
ch Oliv. I think I do; I have cauſe to know him. 
Emily. Ah, fir, you ſpeak ſo mournfully, I fear 
you have found no comfort in your viſit to your 


Sir Oliv. Small comfort—Yet the danger of his 
wound 1s much abated. 

Emily. Then I'm afraid you have, or think you 
have, ſome cauſe of anger againſt Algernon. 

Sir Oliv. No, Emily, no anger againſt hun. You 
cannot think too well of Algernon, tho' I could 
| wiſh you had not put your thoughts in language 
quite ſo warm. 

Emily. Twas indiſcteet, but that 8 d 
me, and put me off my guard. 

| F Sir 


U 
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Sir Oliv. Cou' dn't you-find another and a ſtronger 
cauſe that put you off your guard ? Is there not a 
certain paſſion, Which our hearts are ſubject to, 
that neither keeps a guard upon ſelf nor ſuffers 
any to be kept againſt at ? 

Emily. If I ſhould anſwer that as with would 
prompt me, ſhou'dn' t I expoſe myſelf to another 
reproof for want of caution ? 7, 

Sir Oliv. eee with my 
lady, that you have choſen ill, I think with you that 
you could no where make a bettet choice And 
more than this was your brave father living, and 
knew what I know of your — he would ap- 
proye your judgment. 

Emily. As I am ſure you would not a that 
pame but to a ſacred truth, what you have ſaid 
ſanctions the character of Algernon— but does it 
warrant me in ſuffering him to make-a facrifice of 
intereſt by marry ing a beggar? 

Sir Ou. You point the queſtion wrong, and 
hould have afk'd if it exculpates me, your father's 
friend, for ſuffering you to call yourſelf a beggar. — 
No, my dear child, it does not, nor will I permit it 
to be faid, the daughter of the generous Fitzallan, 
who in the battle found me faint with wounds, and 
whilft he cover'd me 'receiv'd his death, wanted that 
droſs which I abounded in.— This, Emily, this 
never ſhould. be ſaid ; fo come with me, and don't 
oppoſe one word to my reſolves ; for in an act of 
Honour I wilt pauſe at no man's. bidding, no, my 
pretty one, nor yet at any woman's, tho*-grac'd with 
all the charms that heaven can give her. [Zrewnr. 
6 lk SCENE 
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SCENE cl unge. 
EAxLING alone; 

Now, fortune, one kind lift, and I am leaded. a 
So far ſucceſs goes with me: Ihkve nothing more 
to fear from Emily; that pert proud fnils is filenc'd 
and thrown by. It now remains to ſweep thoſe 
menial vermin out my way, thoſe inſects that 
annoy me : old Sir Oliver, that bluſters about juſ- 
tice, is a hypocrite ; he cannot be a friend to Al- 
gernon; and yet he troubles me, takes up my ſeat 
at table, occupies the ear of the old lady, and ob · 
ſtructs my fuit, which ſtood ſo fair, that if I could 
but ſeize one lucky moment, one fair opportunity. 
—Hah | I have found it. —Here the comes alone 
Wan befriend me 5 dot 

| Lady CYPRESS enters. i | 

| Lady Cyp. So, Mr. Ealing! much as I love 
peace, I will not purchaſe it by mean conceſſions; 
I will not ſuffer the gentleman I eſteem and truſt 
to be affronted by my ſawey ne. they ſhall 
atone, or troop. 

Earl. Moſt amiable, moſt excellent of ladies, 
whom with my heart I ſerve, hohour, obey and 
worſhip; I want words to ſpeak my gratitude, —Thus 
at your feet in humble adoration let me ſeal on this 
dear hand the pledge, the ſacred pledge, of my 
unutterable, my unbounded love, 

Stu and Dorotay ewer.” 
Simon. Look, Dorothy, the devil's af his prayers. 

Dor. I hopeithey' re his laſt prayers. | 

Earl. Curſe on theig, coming! what a moment 
loſt ! Madam, do you permit your menial ſervants 


thus to break in upon your private moments? 
F 2 Lady 
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Lady Op. Why not? If you have any thing to 
add to your laſt ſpeech I ſhall not interrupt it. You 
may reſume your poſture, and go on. 

Earl. Madam, I cannot. 
Lady Cyp. J can help your memory if you have 

I loft the word. *Twas Ive, unbounded lobe. When 

i you had gone fo far out of all bounds, all meaſure 

| of reſpect, can the appearance of theſe filly people 

deter you from proceeding ? 

Earl. Madam, if you're offended, I have done. 
Fl] humbly take my leave. 

Lady Cyp. No, fir, I muſt inſiſt upon your ſtay 
ing. Tho' you are foil'd to add a ſingle word to 
inſolence fo perfect and complete, yet you ſhalt | 
not be robb'd of your juſt nght, that nature gives you, 
to be heard in vindication of your own aſſertions. 
If you have ſpoke the truth, and nothing but the 
truth, of Algernon, his character cannot be 8 
let the fate of your's be what it may. 

Simon. Any thing the matter, Mr. Attorney ? 
Afraid you are not a well juſt now. You look a 
little pale. 

; Lady Cyp. Hold your tongue, fooliſh fellow } 
you, Simon, in the firſt place, and you next, miſtreſs, 
who dare to tell me I am made the dupe of falſe 

" impreſſions, are you not both aſham'd to look this 

injur'd gentleman in the face? 

Simon. It is a face to make a man aſham'd, and 
we did bluſh to fee him tage your 
ladyſhip. + 

Lady Cyp. That's a al down'on-your's 

and aſk forgiveneſs of him. 


Simon. Pray, * don't command me to do 
that, 
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that, for fear I never ſhould forgive myſelf.—I aſk 
your pardon for approaching you when I was tipſey, 
but you bade me drink, and I was ati... to 
obey you. 

Lady Cyp. That's eaſily forgiven ; but your abuſe 
of this gentleman, whom 1 muſt fl call the friend 
of truth, ts monſtrous. 

Simon. Madam, if that gentleman is the friend of 
truth, he makes very free with his friend truly. 1 
only ſaid he told lies to your ladyſhip, ache no 
abuſe, for here come thoſe can prove it. LTH 

Sir Ol ivER MoNTRATH and EMILY. 

Earl. My evil genius! what does he do her? 

Sir Oliv. Forgive me, my good lady, if I come 
to atone to you and this fair advocate for my unjuſt 
ſuſpicions of your nephew. I have one here waiting, 
who'll confront that gentleman, his accuſer, and, I 
truſt, remove ſome falſe impreſſions that your lady- 
ſhip may have imbibed from his unfounded e ee 
Come in, fir, if you pleaſe. 

ALGERNON enters. 

Lady Cyp. How now ! whe's this? Henry 

Sir Oliv. I claim your promiſe to give him hearing. 

Earl. I proteſt againſt him; that fellow's an im- 
poſtor : we ſhall not liften to his evidence. Nn 

Lady Cyp. He firſt came here humbly to aſk 
for ſervice, pleaded decay, and faid he was a gentle - 
man by birth; I pitied him, and offer d him relief. 
He now has chang'd his drefs, ſhifted his character, 
and claims to be an advocate for Algernon. Theſe 
are ſuſpicious circumſtances, and I ſhou'd have ſome 
better reaſons for believing him than I am yet poſ- 
ſeſs d of. Do you know any ſuch, Sir Oliver? 

iq; Earl. 
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Earl. Aye, tir, do you. know who this cham- 
pion is? 

Sir Oliv. Sir, give me leave to aſk—Do you ? 

Earl. Not I; I know him not. 

Sir Oliv. Yet you know Algernon, are intimate 
with all his habits, frailties, faults, offences—have 
look'd into his heart, and kindly told the ſecrets 
you diſcover'd.—Oh thou ſlanderer! Now look him 
in the face, and prove your charge,—Well may 
| you ſtart — Mark his confuſion, madam !—This is 
your nephew, this is Algernon, 

Emily. Yes, on my honour, and my bene preſer- 
ver. 
| 1455 Cyp. 1 am confounded. —Where is that de- 
famer ? 

Simon. Madam, he has ſtept aſide — — a 
flaw in his indictment.— How do you do, Mr. At- 
torney? Come forward, if you pleaſe, and get ac. 
quainted with this gentleman's face. You knew 
him well enough behind his back. 

Lady Cyp. Peace] let me hear what Algernon 
will ay i in his oun cauſe. 

Sir Oliv. Speak for yourlelf, — Algernon. 

Ag. I am that exil'd man, whom, on the word 
of this defamer, tho' unknown to him even by fight, 
it ſeems, you have proſcrib'd. Deſpairing of ad- 
miſſion to your preſence, and driven in ſelf-defence 
on this reſource, I took a counterfeited character, 
and ſaw what I had never been allow d to approach 
your perſon. Much I with'd to ſpeak in mitiga- 
tion of your prejudice, and give a plain recital of 
- my wrongs; but you had then no ear for. ſuch diſ- 

courle, and I was told to wait your better leiſure. 


Lady 
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Lady Cp. All this is true - proceed. 
- Alg. A friend here preſent told me I was accus'd 


to you of various crimes and groſs: enormities. I 
plead to failings, to the common etrors and indiſ- 
cretions youth is ſubject to, but, I truſt, I hate 
never degraded my character or debas d my-prin- 
ciple ; I am no gameſter, as he makes me to be; 
no diſſipater of my paternal fortune, as he inſinu- 
ates; no libertine, as he aſſerts; and, let me add; 
in the hearing of Sir Oliver ws Jam no 
aflaſhn. 

Sir Oliv. It is now my duty, _ a painful one 
feel it, to bring to light, in vindication of an in- 
zur'd character, the guilty perſon, for whoſe ſhame- 
ful act no better palliation can be found than tem- 
porary madneſs and intoxication. The ' monſter, 
from whoſe brutal violence the pureſt: of heaven's 
creatures was preferv'd by Algernon, how: ſhall I 
ſpeak it without- on _ ons Was, e ä 
Montrath. ＋ un 18 

Lady Cyp. IL am cinfutlabend: 00 Mon- 
trath This, if not agu —_ Sir I wau'd 
mock belief. 6 

Six Oliv. Your nephew, was 5t06 8 to diſcloſe 
it, tho' he has in his hands a written paper ſign'd 
by the oſſender for his vindication. This, I be- 
lieve, he never has diſcover'd, even to that Ow 
tho' a party in it. 

Emily, Never, but conſtantly e "ap en · 
quiries. 197 

Sir Oliv. To this when: I ſhall add; that wag raſh 
nephew forc'd the duet on him in conſequence of; 
blows exchang'd between them, I truſt'I may with 
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ſafety reſt his cauſe upon the facts adduc'd—vun- 
leſs indeed this gentleman has any other — 
which in his modeſty he will prefer. 

Earl. You'll not draw any thing from me, Sir 
Oliver; you may talk on; I prefer ſilence. 

Sir Oliv. You are right; tis time your W 
had ſome repoſe. 

Lady Cyp. Pray do not keep him longer in my 
ſight. My nephew does not ſeem to hold him 

worthy of a retort. 
As. No, madam, I have nothing to return him 
for his malicious ſlander, but my contempt. 

Lady Cyp. If he can feel, tis puniſhment enough. 
Sir Oliv. Be gone! your infamy go with you; 
and may no part of it adhere to your profeſſion. 

Earl. Let my profeſſion look to itſelf— There 
are ſome underſtandings in this world made, it 
ſhould ſeem, by nature to be duped. Had you 
not been ſo eaſy of belief, I had riot been fo forward 
to deceive you. Now put what name you will upon 
my conduct, there are ſuch glaring inſtances in point, 
of dealers in ſeduction, infamy, and falſe impret- 
ſions on credulity, as make my ſhame no wonder. 

| [ Exit. 

Lady Op. Now, Heary; you've appeal'd to me 
for juſtice—hear my decree. There is your deſtiny ; 
that is the prize which you have nobly earn'd. 
My heart, ſo long eſtrang'd, is now your own. 
You are my ſon, and Emily my daughter; all I 
poſſeſs is your's—Have I aton'd? 

Ag. Oh you have given me that, which might 
atoneforall the pains mortality cou'd feel—beauty to 
charm me, talents to enchant, and truth to fix my 


Emily, 
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Emily. Oh! Henry, bear me to wy N 
and let me knee 

Lady Cyp. Yes, I will let you Apr my child, 
for now thou haſt a treaſure worth thy thanks 
Be virtuous, loving, faithful to each other; ape 
not the faſhions of this guilty world; ſeek pleaſures 
where alone they can be found, in nuptial harmony, 
domeſtic duties, and that ſweet reflection, which 
fortune well e is ſure to give. Riſe, my 
adopted, riſe! 

Sir Oliv. Oh, let me add a bleſſing May you 
be— Well, well, it will not forth ; my heart's too full; 
but I will ſend it up in thought towards heaven 
Here, Emily, my love, I'll put the firſt chain on 
your bridal arm; they are pure pearls, my child; not 
- ſpoils of war, but gifts of gratitude for life preſerv'd 
—wear them for my ſake, and when I am dead 
caſt a kind look upon them, and drop one pearly 
tear, richer than them all, to the memory of old 
Oliver. 

Emily. Oh fir, fir, fir — my father and my 
friend 

Sir Oliv. So, ſo! no more. Henry, my allen 
boy, give me your hand—a ſoldier's greeting after 
. victory—time was I could have graſp'd it harder. 

Alg. Iaccept it, and preſs it ta my heart. 

Lady Cyp. Where are you all? This is a day of 
joy. Simon, I look to you to oil the hinges of my 
caſtle gates, that they may open freely to the 
neighbours, the tenants, and the poor. 

Simon, I'll make em fwing, fo pleaſe you, and 
for one bad man now gone out of them, a hundred 
good ones ſhall come in, I warrant me, 


5 Lady 
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Lady Cyp. You, Dorothy, muſt ſet the girls 4 
dancing; and you, Rachel, muſt lead the ball in 
honour of your miſtreſs. 

2. and JENNY, who had crept in” behind * 
© © ſervants, now flep forward.) 

Send. And when the bumpkins caper and kick 
ſhins, may they not want a platter, good my Lady? 
Flt cure them gratis on this happy night. I have 
brought a bill, ſo pleaſe yon, that will bear _ 
riders on it, and not break it's back. 
© Lady Op. We'll have no bills nor bickerings any 
more; and to cut ſhort all reckonings, I'll eſtabliſh 
you apothecary rt to the caſtle upon a falary 
fixt. 

Simon. Then, Jerry, the leſs phyſic you ſend in 
the better for yourſelf. 

Scud. AM for all parties, my moſt honoured lady. 
I hope moſt heartily for all your ſakes my place will 
be as near a finecure as poſſible. 

Lady Cyp. I hope ſo too. You and your fair 
wife are welcome. She is a child of the caſtle, and 
will grace our dante. 

Send. Yes, under favour, Jenny, tho“ I fay it, 
has all the ſteps that now are thought ſo graceful : 
ſhe'll balance on one leg and fend the other upon 
a cruize into her neighbour's pocket; no magnetiz- 
ing doctor or dotterell- monger can n ſurpaſs my Jenny 
for the fine attitudes. 

Lady Cyp. You're a ſtrange mortal; but let mirth 
go round, and if the humble annals of our caſtle can 
cheer one honeſt, eaſe one heavy heart, our harmleſs 
efforts have not been 1n vain. * 


ExD OF THE COMEDY. 


CCW 
Spoken dy Miſs BETTERTON. 
N Falſe Impreſſions are no more in view, 
bo 


Allow me to preſent you with the true 
nd it is, impreſs'd by honor's ſeal, 

With Truth's fair form, grav'd in perennial iteel ; 
$ hon of gratitude, to which I ſet 

h hand and heart to verify my debt; 
And tho' in law an infant, and in merit 
Poor, as beav'n knows, I am not poor in ſpirit; 
Ill pay you when I'm able from my gains; 
Tf you'll have patience, I'll not ſpare for pains. 


In truth I did not ſeek this awful poſt ; 
No champion I to face ſo brave a hoſt. 
There are, who when five yawaing ads are o'er, 
Can tickle thoſe ſame yawners ll they roar ; 
'Theſc are the frieads our profing bard ſhould court; 
He gives ſoft ſlumbers, but they nuake the ſport ; 
They have the ſpell to puff the ſtage balloon 
Brim full of gas, and blow it to the moon: 
Not ſo our poet—He accounts it right 
To keep his critics ever in his fight; | 
Such jaunts might turn their brains, diſturb their thinking, 
And ſend them where they'd loſe the art of ſiuking. 


| Rigour, when juſt, he can, he will endure, 
The ſtream is bitter, but the ſpring is pure; 
Candar, when candor haply be can meet, 
Like Moſes' rod, can turn the bitter ſweet ; 
But the foul puddle, in which malice dips, 
Is a dire doſe—He ſpurns it from his lips. 


He writes, becauſe, tho? writing is abus'd, 

The world is not too grave ts be amus'd ; 

He writes, and ever to ſome moral end, 

Becauſe the world is not too good to mend. 

Soft female hearts are prone as wax to mel 

And, true or falſe, impreſſions will be felt; 

Youtb's yielding clay too eaſily receives 

The jeatur'd ſmyp that croſs-ey'd cunning gives: 

Therefore let her, whoſe dang'rous lot in Ii 

Hangs on the balance betwixt maid and wife, 

Lay thoſe few ſhort preſcriptions to her heart, 

With which the Lady Cypreſs clos'd her part; 

For baſe ſeduQtion ſpreads on every fide 

His treach'rous ſnares to meſh th' unwary bride. 

She, in whoſe eyes enticing Cupids play, 

Gives impudence the clue, and leads the way. 

What tho” the faithleſs huſband quits her hand, 
Truth, like a column, of itſelf can ſtand: 

To reas'ning minds ſufficient ſtrength is giv'n, 

And none but fools can charge their faults on heav'n. 
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December, 1797. 
In the Preſs, and ſpeedily will be Publiſted, 


A NEW AND COMPLETE EDITION 


OF THE 


. 
In Fix Volumes, Duadec ima, 
NEWLY CLASSED AND ARRANGED ; 


And containing, in Addition to the Original Matter, 
AN ENTIRE TRANSLATION 


o F 


Tue CLOUDS oF ARISTOPHANES, 


WITH NOTES CRITICAL AND EXPLANATORY, 


. M4 Alſo, 
A ſeparate Edition of the faid Tranſlated COMEDY, 
printed on fuch Paper, and in ſuch Type, as to 
accommodate ſuch Purchaſers or Poſſeſſors of the 
former Editions, as may chuſe to attach it thereunto. 


